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Chapter 1: Chapter I 


Chapter I 
"Echo! Come here!" My mother, Reah, was calling to 
me from across the clearing; she was in her human 
form, her brown hair flowing down to her waist. She 
was dressed in simple buckskin cloths. Her pale skin 
shone silver in the moonlight; it was midnight 


I sat wearily up from where I had been laying at the 
edge of the camp and looked over at her, she was 
smiling at me like I was a baby, and, truth-be-told, 
that was all I was to her and everyone else; they 
thought I was just a dumb animal, I was mute so I 
couldn't tell them differently. They just assumed I was 
unsentient, it was rare but it had happened before, 
once long ago in the past, I had heard the adults 
talking about it once. 


I was in my cat form and the three black bands on my 
right forepaw stood out in sharp contrast to my white 


fur. Unlike the rest of my family I was cheetah not a 
mountain lion. I was still as strong as the others but 
my muscles were more compact, less bulky. I also had 
other strange abilities, thought I didn't let anyone 
know about them, I could sheath my claws unlike a 
normal cheetah, I had stamina as well as strength and 
I could roar just like a lion, I could also climb trees. I 
seemed to have the abilities of most other cats. 


I sighed mentally and stood up, shifting to my human 
form as I went. 


When I was standing in front of her she reached down 
and took my hand, she then began to lead me toward 

the cave reserved for nursing mothers. Next to it was 

the cave for the Alkkis and the Alkkas, the alpha male 
and female, our leaders. 


My mother was the Alkkas, but Fang, S'rowsa's mate, 
was the Alkkis. The Alkkas and Alkkis didn't have to 
be mates to rule together. 


As we got nearer to the cave I began to notice a 
strange squeaking noise, we were about ten feet away 
when Rakill, one of the younger hunters, just a year 
older than Fell and I, walked out of the cave. 


She smiled widely when she saw my mother walking 
toward her. 


She ran up to us, smiling evilly at me before 
addressing my mother, "Hello, Alkkas Reah." She 
greeted respectfully before continuing. "S'rowsa's kit, 
Splash, is adorable! You have to come see her!" she 
gushed, pushing her dark black hair out of her eyes. 


"IT was the first besides S'rowsa herself to see her, it is 


my job to make sure all births are successful." My 
mother reminded her, "I was just going to let Echo 
see her." 


I was straining my neck to see past Rakill into the 
cave; I wanted to see S'rowsa's kit too, but it was dim 
and I couldn't see past the glare of the sun. Out of the 
corner of my eye I saw Rakill's eyes widen with 
astonishment. 


“Are you sure it's safe to let Echo near Splash? What 
if she freaks out and hurts her?" she whispered. 


She was referring to the time I had flipped out for 'no 
apparent reason’. 


I had just gotten so sick of everyone, especially her, 
treating me like I was an idiot that I finally let out all 
my pent-up anger and viciously attacked everything in 
my sight, I even attacked Fell when he tried to calm 
me down, giving him a scar on his shoulder. 


I had raged for more than an hour before I realized 
what I had done, I then ran into the forest and hid. 
Minutes later the others hesitantly crept back into the 
camp, aghast at the destruction I had caused. 


My mother continued on, oblivious. "I wont let Echo 
that close to her, I'll just let her see her, so that when 
She gets older and comes out of S'rowsa's cave Echo 
will recognize her." 


"Ok then." Rakill agreed standing to the side to let us 
pass, inconspicuously she grinned at me and stuck 
out her foot. 


I ended up cracking my head on low hanging branch, 
and I fell to the ground, landing hard on my stomach. 


The breathed was knocked out of me and fora 
moment my vision went black, I worried that I was 
going to fall unconscious but then it cleared and I was 
looking up at the concerned face of my mother, 
standing at her shoulder was Rakill. "Oh my god! Is 
She all right?" she exclaimed with fake concern. 


Her neon green eyes were glinting wickedly with 
amusement. 


That does it! 


I jumped up, ignoring my mother's offered hand and 
let out a strangled scream of rage as I leapt at Rakill. 
She feigned alarmed surprise and jumped quickly out 
of my way, letting me fly through the air through the 
Space she had currently occupied. In midair I shifted 
into my cat form, twisting my body so I was up right 
when I landed. 


I lashed my tail side to side, letting a grisly snarl roll 
up from my belly, I bared my teeth at Rakill and was 
just beginning to bunch my muscles to launch myself 
at her when my mother reached down and grabbed 
the scruff of my neck, lifting me up easily, though she 
was still in her human form and my cat form was 
almost as big as her. 


"No Echo!" she growled her face close to mine; all 
motherly kindness replaced with the protective anger 
of the Alkkas, she had to protect all of her clan-mates, 
it was her duty, no matter who caused the danger. 
“You do not attack people!" 


Behind her I could see Rakill, she was shaking with 
silent laughter, then she turned and walked away. 


I growled softly and my mother glared at me. 


My mind filled with disgust; how could she not notice 
what Rakill was doing, no one could be that 
unobservant could they? Or did my feelings not 
matter? After all I was just a dumb animal to them. 
My mother dropped me on the ground and walked 
away toward the forest, "I'm going hunting, anyone 
who wants to come can." She called. There was a 
shuffle as several people stood up and followed her, 
Rakill looked over but stayed were she was. She was 
eating stew out of a stone bowl. 


I crouched where I was until the hunting party was 
out of sight. Then I began to walk stealthily across the 
clearing toward the nursing cave, inside I could again 
hear the squeaking noise, and now I could hear 
S'rowsa's soft voice, whispering to her newborn kit. 


"My little Splash." She crooned then she began to 
sing a familiar lullaby, 


When the wind is howling, look to the sky, 
See the smiling face of Yendemii. 
The stars are her spots, 
The moon is her eye. 
This is the cat goddess Yendemii. 

She protects when danger threatens, 
And dispels our fears with a windborne sigh. 
That when you are feeling lonely, 

Look to the sky, 

See the face of Yendemii. 


As the song ended I sighed internally, no one had ever 
sung that to me, they thought I wouldn't understand 
it, but I had heard it sung to the other kids. 


I hadn't realized I had acutely made a sound until 
S'rowsa moved into my sight, a curiosity in her kind 
grey eyes. She was in her mountain lion form, her 
long winter fur blowing in the breeze. 


"Oh. Echo, it's just you." She mewed looking past me. 
Some of the Aloria had the ability to speak even in 
their cat forms, most didn't. Until I changed into my 
human form they just hoped I didn't have that ability, 
though Fell did, to a certain degree. 


Her eyes wandering around the clearing, taking in the 
fact that only Rakill and a few others remained. 


“Come here Echo, come see my little Splash." She 
invited gently with a flick of her tail. 


I crept forward slowly; keeping my blue eyes locked 
on S'rowsa for fear that she would decide it was too 
dangerous for me to be near Splash and kicked me 
out. 


I was the Agemo of the pride; the Agemo is the lowest 
ranking member, like the Omega of a wolf pack, and I 
had to do whatever someone told me, unless of course 
I beat someone in single combat, they would then 
become the Agemo and I would rise in rank. 


But I had never really fought before in my life; I had 
never had the chance; every time I tied I was just 
yelled at, though the other kids did it all the time. One 
day someone was higher the next they fell again as 
they won and lost. 


“C'mon Echo, don't be shy, and see, Splash wants to 
see you too." S'rowsa whispered kindly to me, she was 
the only one I really liked besides Fell, he was always 
nice to me, and stood up for me against Rakill. I guess 
he thought it was his responsibly or something; I was 
his twin after all. 


I walked forward a few steps and the cave ceiling 
became higher, letting me walk without crouching. 


Suddenly a flash of tanish-red slammed into my leg, I 
looked down in shock, to see a small kit about the size 
of my head, she had one cobalt-blue eye and the other 
was grey, and the strangest fur I had ever seen: it was 
tan like S'rowsa's but had darker striped like a tiger's. 
She almost looked like a tabby cat. 


She must get the stripes from Fang. | thought; Fang 
was Splash's father, he was a large tiger and Alkkis— 
first in command. 


Splash looked up at me with her strange eyes and 
smiled at me, I couldn't help but smile back; she was 
just so adorable! S'rowsa purred at my reaction and 
lay down in a pile of moss, "I think I can trust you to 
take care of her while I rest, right Echo?" she said 
Sleepily. 

She didn't get a response. She hadn't expected one. 


I lay down in a nest near a wall and purred contently 
as Splash romped around; playing with my tail, 
pulling on my ears, and biting and pulling my fur. 

It was strange, I had never really liked other kids; 
they all treated me like Rakill did for just avoided me; 
they knew I was different. 


But little Splash didn't know I was different, she 
didn't care. 


I lay there with Splash for hours, after the hunting 
party returned, my mother began searching for me, 
calling my name but I ignored it, it wasn't like I could 
tell her where I was. 


An hour after that S'rowsa woke up, she looked at me 
lying on my side with Splash curled against me, and 
smiled. "Thank you Echo. You should go eat, you must 
be hungry." S'rowsa always spoke to me like she 
thought I would understand, and I was grateful, 
though besides Fell she was the only one. 


I stood up quietly and picked my way toward the 
entrance to the cave, careful not to wake Splash up. 


Out side the sky was beginning to lighten, it was 
almost dawn, I yawned and shifted to my human form, 
and stretched my tired muscles. 


Then I walked over to the fire pit, hoping there was 
still some food left over for me. I looked in the pot 
that the stew had been in earlier and groaned 
wordlessly, it was empty. I looked in the other pots 
and found that all the food had already eaten. 


The hunting party must not have caught anything. I 
thought dejectedly, hmm... I wonder if I could sneak 
off to go hunting, maybe I could catch a deer or 
something. 


I began to walk casualty toward the forest, I usually 
wasn't aloud to go out alone, but I was hungry, and 
that was a stupid rule, I could take care of myself, and 
besides, no one followed the rule anyway. 


As soon had I slipped into the forest I tied back my 
long hair with a string and climbed a tree, then I 
began to run and swing through the treetops, I was 
the only one who could balance so well up in the 
trees, the others just stalked their prey along on the 
ground, which gave me an advantage over the prey. 


After about and hour of combing the forest for 
herbivores I came to the end of the trees, in front of 
me was a massive field full of long, white Rusuy grass, 
but Rusuy grass only grew in the Na'syll's territory, 
they used it to make their cloths, while the Aloria had 
to buy the cloth from the Traders when they came 
through our forest on their way to the sea. 


I wonder what it's doing here. 1 thought idly to myself. 


I scanned the field, using my high position to see 
across the field right up to a large hill, everything 
beyond that was invisible to me. Suddenly I spotted a 
brown patch galloping quickly across the field. 
Focusing my eyes, I recognized it as a deer, and a 
large one at that, on its head was a full set of antlers; 
twelve points if I wasn't mistaken, which I might have 
been; I hadn't really been taught to count. 


Keeping my steps quiet I climbed down from the tree, 
careful not to snap any branches. Then I began to 
walk across the field, keeping my steps casual. With 
my white hair it would be easy to confuse me witha 
Lyetta, and the Lyetta were vegetarians, therefore 
they no posed to threat whatsoever to deer. 


That was why I was going to try to get close to it in 
my human form; I wouldn't have to waste my time 


chasing it if it thought I wasn't a threat. 


Once I was close enough I lay down on my belly in the 
grass, out of the sight of the deer, and shifted to my 
cat form, then I crept forward, ever so slowly until I 
was in pouncing distance. 


The deer stood on top of the steep hill I had seen 
before, with the sun rising behind it the sight was 
magnificent, but as the deer raised its head proudly I 
crept closer still. 


Suddenly a twig snapped loudly, on the other side of 
the hill. 


Not waiting to see what had done that, I sprinted out 
of my hiding place and leapt for the deer. Too late, it 
was already fleeing back toward the forest. 

I was sailing through the air, over the hill, it was 
much higher on this side, and what I saw confused me 
so much I thought for a second that I was asleep. 
Everything was in slow motion, each second seeming 
to take forever. 

Something was flying toward me, something with 
large pointed ears, teeth and the brightest blue eyes I 
had ever seen. 

A Nas'yll. 


The last thing I was able to comprehend was that the 
fur was... 


White. 
Like snow... 
Like mine. 


We collided in mid air and my head cracked against 
his, then I smashed to the earth, rolling roughly down 
the hill, feeling for the first time the jagged rocks that 
littered the ground. I lay at the bottom of the hill, my 
fur becoming bloodstained from small cuts. The 
breath had been knocked out of me and I was 
wheezing hard. Then my vision began to go black. The 
next thing I knew, I was floating in darkness. 


Chapter 2: Chapter IT 


Chapter II 


I awoke many hours later, I could tell because it was 
now dusk, rather than dawn. I was in my human form, 
lying in a huge field full of Rusuy grass. My stomach 
hurt from hunger and my throat was dry from lack of 
water. 


I moaned; my entire body hurt, especially my head.I 
was focused on that for a moment before I 
remembered why my head hurt. 


I leapt to my feet; looking around for the Nas'yll I had 
seen before, there was nothing, nothing but the 
gently swaying of the Rusuy grass. 

In case you're wondering, the Nas'yll where shape 
shifters that changed into wolves, the humans called 
them werewolves, as opposed to us, the Aloria who 
they called werecats. 

The sound of a rock shifting underfoot made me spin 
around. 


There, at the crest of the hill, stood the Nas'yll I had 


seen—well, crashed into rather—his white fur was 
soaked in blood, deer blood, I tell from its smell, and 
in his mouth was a large hunk of meat, fresh and still 
dripping with blood. 


My mouth began to water, I did a quick calculation in 
my head and to my shock I realized that I hadn't 
eaten in at least two full days. 


He came slowly down the hill, making sure to keep 
clear of the sharp rocks that I had, unfortunately, not 
been able to avoid. 


When he reached the bottom he ran toward me, 
stopping a few feet away, he hesitantly met my eyes 
and set the meat on the ground in front of me. 


I dashed forward, shifting to my cat from as I did; I 
didn't like to eat raw meat in my human form; it 
tasted different. 


Thank the gods! I thought as I gulped down the meat. 
It was delicious, and the blood soothed some of my 
thirst; I was able to absorb some water out of it. 


I was done in less than a minute, even though that 
was a lot of meat. And I was still hungry, shape 
shifters had very big appetites. 


I backed away, suddenly embarrassed at my frenzied 
eating. The Nas'yll grinned at me, revealing long 
teeth. His blue eyes twinkled kindly. 


Suddenly his form began to waver, like he was 
covered in heat waves, his fur began to shrink, his tail 
grew back into his spine and his muzzled shortened, 
then the fur of his head grew longer, his ears getting 
less pointed, more round. 


And then, on hands and knees, in his place was a 
white haired, blue-eyed boy. 


His hair was the same color as mine, but, unlike mine 
his skin was not pale, but tan, but that was to be 
expected though, the Nas'yll hunted in the plains, out 
in the sun, while we, the Aloria hunted in the shaded 
forest. 


He grinned at me and quickly stood up, brushing the 
dirt off his cloths, they, like mine, were made of the 
Rusuy grass; his was red with orange and yellow 
designs resembling fir, while mine where dyed dark 
green for camouflage. His hair was shoulder length 
and strait. His face had laugh lines around his eyes. 


Seeing as it would be rude for me to stay in my cat 
form if he trusted me enough to turn to his human 
form, I lifted myself back on my hind legs, getting the 
timing just right so that I was fully upright when I 
shimmered back into my human form. 


The boy looked impressed, "Hello." He greeted me. 


I just smiled at him, trying to come up with a way to 
communicate that I couldn't talk. 


I mimed with my hands someone speaking, and then I 
Slid my hand across my throat. 


He looked confused, so I opened and closed my mouth 
like I was talking and shook my head. 


After a moment his eyes widened, "You...can't talk?" 
he asked, sounding unsure. 


I nodded in answer. 
"Oh." He said sadly, "Well my name is D'naal." He 


Said. 

Cool name. I thought. 

I knelt down in a patch of normal grass and grabbed 
handfuls of it, pulling them up so that I was looking at 
a patch of dirt, then I grabbed a stick and began to 
draw in the dirt. 

I drew a flat line, then a cliff. Thinking quickly I drew 
a crude bat in the air and did my best to show it using 
sonar by drawing curved bars coming from its head 
and bouncing from the cliff. 


Then I stood up I gestured to D'naal to look at the 
picture. He complied, kneeling to look at it. He 
glanced up at me then back at the picture a couple of 
times and shook his head in confusion. 


I sighed internally and pointed to the echoes in the 
drawing to my self and back to the drawings again. 


Finally in D'naal asked, "Is you're name Echo?" 
I nodded my head and smiled happily. Finally! 
“Well, that's a cool name." He complimented. 


I smiled and blushed shyly; not used to such 
compliments. I think I like him. I thought. 


"So, where are you from?" he asked curiously. In 
answer I pointed to the east, back toward the forest. 


He looked that way and froze. I looked at him 
curiously and he held a finger to his lips and pointed 
silently toward the forest. 


What it is? | wondered as I turned around. 
I starred at the spot where he was pointing for one 


confused second before I spotted it and I stiffened in 
Surprise and adrenalin. 


It was a yillzirg, a creature that was a cross between 
a gorilla and a bear. It was an omnivore and its fur 
was red, like a fox's. It had two black stripes going 
from its head to its back where they connected to 
make a circle. Its tail was made of long hair, like a 
horses'. Its head was flat with small, black tooth- 
Shaped stripes on its forehead it had a large pink 
noise. 


The yillzirg was busy snuffling berries up from a blue 
berry bush near the edge of the forest. Her back was 
turned to us, giving us the element of surprise. 


We had to get his yillzirg out of range of both of our 
territories, the yillzirg species were aliens to this 
continent and therefore didn't fit into the ecosystem; 
wherever they went they hunted food, plants and 
animals alike, leaving no food left for the natural 
inhabitants. 


And their droppings, instead of acting like fertilizer, 
did the opposite; it ruined the earth and made it 
impossible for plants to grow there. Fortunately 
though they all went in one place. 


Once a large group had entered our territory, they 
had killed almost all of the prey animals we hunted, 
and either wrecked or ate all the plants that where 
edible. When they died their bodies acted as the 
opposite of fertilizer, killing all plants in the 
immediate area. 


That had happened two years before I was born, but 


as I grey up there where still signs of their 
trespassing; there where still deer scars in ancient 
trees where they had sharpened their claws, still 
spots that plant would normally grow in, but didn't. 


This one had to be driven off. Immediately. 


I looked at D'naal and our eyes locked. He nodded 
and we both shifted into our other forms. Once we 
where fully changed we began to stalk toward the 
yillzirg on silent feet. 


When we where about twenty feet away from I was 
able to tell from its scent that it was female, and there 
was a Strange scent surrounding her too, I knew I 
Should know what it was but I couldn't quite put my 
finger on it. 


Then I recognized the smell; it was milk. 


Uh oh. | thought. That meant that she had a cub with 
her, maybe two. Which meant this was going to be 
even more dangerous. 


I flicked my tail to alert D'naal to the new danger. He 
sniffed at the breeze that was coming toward us and 
growled quietly. 


The female yillzirg flicked her ears at the sound and 
stood on her hind legs, sniffing the breeze, thankfully 
it was coming from the east, we were downwind of 
her so she couldn't smell us. 


We froze anyway, and after a few tense seconds the 
yillzirg decided there was nothing there and went 
back to snuffling up berries. 


Still she was wary; at the slightest noise she would 


rise up again and look around. At the sound of a raven 
Cawing near her she jumped up and began roaring 
challenges at it. 


The bird flew away, cawing loudly, but not after 
splattering her with white gunk. Ravens just could 
help annoying other animals. 


After that the mother seemed to have had enough 
because she grunted once and from the other side of 
the bush came a cub, it was female also and about the 
Same size as Shah had been. 


In spite of the fact that I knew these creatures where 
a danger to our habitat I couldn't help but think that 
the cub was cute, it had big black eyes, a very fluffy 
tail and short legs, it ran toward its mother, 
squeaking happily, it walk strangely and I realized 
that it was lame; one of its back legs was twisted and 
Shrunken. 


Pity swelled in my heart as I watched it run to its 
mother, a lame creature like that hardly ever survived 
to adulthood. 


I looked over at D'naal and saw that his expression 
matched mine; it was full of pity too. 


In a snap decision I waved my tail at D'naal, signaling 
for him to stay put, then I began to run toward the 
two yillzirg. 

Instantly the mother bear reared up and roared at 
me, her cub cowering behind her. 


I slowed down so that I was walking slowly toward 
them, my ears forward, my steps relaxed, and my tail 
waving gently, the very picture of calm. 


The mother grunted warily, she wasn't sure what I 
was going to do, behind me I could sense D'naal's 
worry, he too was confused about my motive. 


I stopped walking when I was less than a foot from 
the mother. I sat down and began purring to clam her 
down. It worked and she cautiously lowered herself to 
my height. 

She stared curiously at my white coat; she had never 
seen anything like me before. Her cub peeked at me 
around her; its large eyes alight with curiosity. 


I slowly lowered my head to face the cub and I 
nuzzled its face gently, trying to convey that I meant 
no harm, perhaps they understood, perhaps the 
yillzirg where intelligent, they just couldn't talk like 
the rest of the sentients, like me. 


I stood back up and began to walk toward the north. 
That was the path that would lead the yillzirg out of 
both territories; this was the no-man's-land. 


After walking a few paces I turned to look at them, I 
flicked my tail again and began walking. Soon I could 
hear them following me and I purred. 


Soon D'naal came to join me, he had realized what I 
was doing. At first the yillzirg where wary of him, but 
then they saw how clam he was and that his white fur 
matched mine. 


After walking for half an hour we reached the 
borderlands, past them where the lands unknown to 
the Aloria and the Nas'yll. 


I walked past the border a few steps and waited for 
the two yillzirg to follow, they did and I lowered my 


head to them, gesturing to the north. The mother 
looked at me once than began walking forward. The 
cub looked up and me and gently bumped its head 
against my foreleg and wagging its long tail before 
running after its mother. 


We watched them walking away until they 
disappeared from view. I spun around and smiled at 
D'naal. He smiled back widely. 


Suddenly a glint of light caught my attention, I 
walked over to it and cocked my head in puzzlement; 
there, lying in the grass, were two purple crystals. 


I rolled them over with my paw and found that they 
where connected at the end to a grayish rock with 
many smaller crystals jutting off of it. 


D'naal barked softly and I looked at him, he was 
cocking his head at me, a question in his eyes. 


I picked up the crystal rock in my mouth, carried it 
over to him and dropped it at his feet. 


There was a small crack and the crystal broke. I 
starred at it in surprise and I saw that they had 
landed on a sharp rock that was sticking out of the 
ground. 


The two crystals had been completely separated from 
the rock, leaving two hollow spots on opposite sides 
where the grey rock showed. 


I changed into my human form and walked over to 
pick them up, they where both about the length of my 
index finger, and about as wide. Surprisingly clear I 
could see through to the other side, it made the world 
have a strange, purple tint. 


I held one out to D'naal and he shifted to his human 
form and took it in his hand. 


I wonder what kind of crystal they are...I've never 
seen one so Clear, almost like glass... | wondered idly 
as I spun the crystal in my hand, examining every 
side. 


"Neither have I." D'naal said. 
I looked up at him. What did he say? 
"IT said I haven't seen one this clear either." 


I starred at him; he was still looking at the crystal. He 
seemed to sense me looking at me because he looked 
up, "what?" 


Can you hear me? I thought at him. 


"Yes. Why—" he seemed to realized what that meant 
because he then exclaimed, 


“Gods above! I just heard your thoughts!" 
End of chapter two. 


Chapter 3: Chapter ITI 


Chapter ITI 
3rd PoV 


She was sitting on a knoll deep in the swamplands, 
silver mist floating above the ground. In the 
background she could hear frogs, birds and other 
marsh life waking up to greet the new day. 


It was early dawn and the sun tinted the eastern sky 
red, like a lake of blood. 


The sudden snapping of a twig did not startle her; she 
was expecting company. 


“How are they doing?" came the voice of Lysaan from 
the mist, her form could be seen coming closer, a 
darkness in the mist, then she emerged, she was a 
magnificent she-wolf. She was the size of a horse and 
her fur shone with all colors of the rainbow when she 
moved. 


"Every thing is going according to plan, fear not dear 
Lysaan." Yendemii replied, curling her long tail 
around her and shifting weight on the rock. She was a 
great cat, her fur was the same as Lysaan's; no one 
color. She had stripes, spots, and many of the other 
fur patterns she had given to her children. 

"So they succeeded with the Yillzirg?" Lysaan asked; 
She hadn't believed they would; it was pure instinct to 
attack them, but his was a test after all. 

“Indeed, I have been watching. Our children no 
longer need to war with each other sister." Yendemii 
said with a smile. 

"Of that Iam glad." Lysaan said, remembering long 
ago the fight she had mistakenly caused. 

“You see Lysaan? Echo and D'naal seem to be getting 
along very well, do they not?" 

“They do, but what of their families? They have lived 
too long with hatred for each other to change now." 


"I know..." Yendemii sighed sadly, "but perhaps these 
two can change their minds." 


They both looked down at the water below the hill 


they both sat on. through the water they could see the 
world they ruled over. Quilluc. 


They where the gods but their powers where getting 
weaker and weaker as their children down on Quilluc 
became more independent on them. They could no 
longer directly affect what happened in the world 
they had created. This saddened them but also gave 
them joy; their children were thriving. They would 
survive. 


They watched in silence as the two departed for their 
own homes, D'naal made it home quickly, without 
trouble. 


Echo was just entering the woods when they saw a 
black shape running toward her. Rakill. 


They watched in silence as Rakill began to torment 
Echo. 


Echo, for her part, ignored her and continued 
walking. Rakill followed her and began jumping at 
her, bating her head with her paws, doing her best to 
aggravate the white cheetah. 


Suddenly Rakill screamed in anger and leapt at 
Echo's side, knocking her to the ground roughly. Then 
She launched herself at her head and began 
pummeling her harshly until Echo was screaming 
wordlessly. 


Yendemii growled angrily; she wanted to help, but she 
could not. 


Suddenly, before the two gods could do anything, 
something large began rocketing toward the two 
Aloria. They didn't realize the danger until it smashed 


into Rakill's side, sending her flying twenty feet into 
the air. 


Then the creature was on her, and there was nothing 
anyone could do. 


"NO!" Yendemii cried, "What are they doing?!" 
End of chapter Three. 


Chapter 4: Chapter IV 


Chapter IV 


Can you still hear me? I mentally shouted, trying to 
concentrate on sending it to D'naal. 


"Yes!" D'naal, shouted from across the field; we where 
testing how far away he could be and still hear my 
thoughts. 


So far it was possible from him to hear me from the 
edge of the forest to the bottom of the other side of 
the hill. 


How far are you now? 
No answer. 

D'naal? 

Still nothing. 


I shivered as a cold wind blew in from the west, I 
sniffed at the air; I should be able to smell him... 


Nothing. 


Dread settled in my mind like a cloud blocking out the 
sun and I began to panic. 


A shout came, it was unfamiliar and sounded like it 
was right next to my ear. 


Hello? 
I shrieked in surprise, nearly jumping out of my skin, 


Instantly I shifted into my cat form and crouched 
down, the crystal firmly clenched in my teeth, my 
eyes scanning the surrounding area for the person I 
had heard. 


Echo? 


I hissed this time, trying to figure out where the voice 
was coming from. 


Can you hear me? 


I remained silent, my tail flicking back and forth 
nervously. 


Maybe it's a one-way thing. Stupid crystal. 
Wait, crystal? 

D'naal? 

Echo? 

Is that you? 

Yeah, I thought you couldn't hear me! 


Oh, I didn't realize it was you, it sounded like 
someone was right next to me. 


Did I scare you? 
No! Well...maybe...yes. 
SOrry. 


Where are you? I can't smell you and the wind is 
coming from your direction. 


I'm moving farther back, into my forest, 
hmimuin...his voice trailed off. 


What? 
Can you hear this?There was asecond ofsilence. 
Hear wha— 


I was interrupted as noises exploded around me; the 
sound of unfamiliar birds singing, strange bugs 
chirping, the sound of something's heartbeat as it 
raced up a tree. 


What...what was that? 
You can hear it? 
Yes, but what was IT? 


Haha! This is amazing; I can send you sound too! 
Not just thoughts! Concentrate on the sounds 
around you and try to send them to me. 


Uhh OK...hold on. 
I turned and ran farther into the forest. 


Sitting down by a fast stream I concentrated on the 
sound of the water rushing past. 


Ok, can you hear this? 

Hmmm. Let me guess, you're near...a lake? 
Close. 

River. 

Nope. A stream. 

That's what I said. 

No, you said river, a stream in smaller. 


Ok you win. 

I smiled, trying to send the image to him. 
Did you see that? 

Yeah, you where smiling right? 

Yeah, this mind reading thing is soo cool. 
I know. 

Hmmm. It's strange... 

What? 


You're the first person I have ever talked to. I mean 
for real. 


What do you mean? 
Everyone else thinks I'm unsentient. 


What! That's crazy! How could you be 
unsentient? Haven't you tried to tell them you 
can't talk? Like you showed me? 


Of course I have! I snapped, I'm sorry it's just so, so... 
infuriating. Everytime I try to tell them they just 
ignore me. 


That's terrible! How can you stand it? 


Sometimes I can't. Usually I just run into the forest to 
cool off sometimes not. 


I showed him my memories of the time I freaked out 
in the village clearing, ruining food, and attacking 
Fell. 


Who was that? The one you attacked? 


That's my brother, Fell. I tried to apologize to him but 
he didn't understand. He still has a scar. 


Oh. 


I was about to say something else but the sound of a 
twig snapping startled me. 

“Well. Well. Well. What do we have here?" the sound 
of Rakill's wicked voice made my fur stand on end and 
I growled warning at the shadows. 

"It couldn't be Echo, could it?" Rakill laughed to 
herself as she stepped out of the shadows. 

“You've been gone for two days now, everyone thinks 
you're dead. I feel like bringing them the horrible 
news myself." 

I hissed and leapt to my feet as a pebble splashed into 
the water a few inches from me. 


"T'll even bring them you're body." 
Echo? What's going on? Who is she? D'naal was 
anxious. 


Rakill laughed manically, then she sobbed; "I'm so 
sorry, I couldn't save Echo, there was a yillzirg, it 
attacked us and it—it..." 


As she said the last part she threw another rock, this 
one was as large as a fist and it crashed into my side. 


I began to run east, toward the Pride, Rakill pursued 
me, still in her human form, she began showing 
fistfuls of rocks and I dug my claws into the ground, 
propelling myself faster, and farther ahead of her. 
No! What are you doing, you have to fight back! 


I Cant! If I hurt her she'll tell everyone I attacked her 
again! 


Suddenly, I felt another mind enter mine and I 
skidded to a halt as my limbs froze. 

Echo? What's wrong! Keep running! 

I...cant... my mind was so foggy, I blinked rapidly, but 
my vision was starting to go black. 

My legs trembled but I couldn't move. 

I could no longer see. 

Suddenly Rakill slammed into my side, sending me 
flying through the air and smashing into a tree. 

I shrieked in pain and lay limp, I still couldn't move 
and couldn't see. 

D'naal! HELP ME! 1 mentally screamed as loud as I 
could. 

I'm coming! With the words he sent an image of him 
racing across the field, I could feel his paw steps as 
he sprinted toward me. 

I could hear Rakill running at me, now in her panther 
form, and I tried in vain to move, but to no avail; but I 
was still paralyzed. 

She jumped on top of me and began slashing at me 
with her thorn-sharp claws. 

I screamed again, making my voice as loud as I could, 
hoping someone from the pride would hear me. 


Whoa! Echo! Watch out! The Yillzirg— his mental 
voice cut off as Rakill’'s paw smashed into my head 
with such force that I was lifted into the air. 

I flew through the air, at least ten feet, before 
Smashing into a rock. 


I remember feeling like my mind was being ripped out 
of my skull, terrible pain... 


And then... 
Nothing. 
End of Chapter Four. 


Chapter 5: Chapter V 


Chapter V 


The last thing I heard before I disappeared was 
D'naal warning me, but of what, I don't know. 


Then I was...floating...floating in the air, in the mind 
of every single creature near me, even the minds of 
the insects. 


Every emotion I could feel was a different color. 


I could hear Rakill's thoughts, they where red, green 
and blue, anger, jealousy, and sadness. 


The minds of the animals were orange and yellow 
with fear, and expectancy, as if they where waiting for 
something to happen. 


Suddenly a new emotion wafted toward me, 
seemingly on the wind, it turned the air around me 
blood red with hatred and all the animal's, excluding 
Rakill, thoughts turned orange with almighty fear and 
they seemed to shrink back. 


Then, with an earth-shaking roar, a huge mass of 
orange fur crashed into the clearing, heading strait 
toward Rakill, she turned, and, seeing it, tried to 
dodge out of the way but it was too fast for her and it 


plowed into her side, sending her crashing through 
the undergrowth wit ha terrified screech. 


The anger of the yillzirg, for that was what it was, was 
so powerful it created a red tint everywhere I looked. 


It charged after Rakill into the bushes and a few 
seconds later she flew through the air to smash into a 
tree, three huge claw marks that were bleeding 
heavily on her side. 


Her fear was so potent that the red haze began to 
disperse and was replaced with orange. 


She screeched in fear and tried to climb the tree, but 
her paws were slippery with her own blood and she 
fell to the ground. 


Instantly she was on her feet again, she whipped her 
head around wildly, looking for the yillzirg; there was 
no movement. 


She stood, frozen to the spot, wheezing, blood slowly 
dripping off of her fur onto the ground in a grotesque 
tempo. 

Drip. Drip. Drip. Drip. 

Suddenly my body, still lying against the tree, 
twitched slightly and I felt my mind closing in on itself 
again. 

I struggled, it was so peaceful floating here, but my 
body's pull was stronger and I was dragged back into 
my body. 

I gasped in a breath and almost screamed, my chest 
was on fire and I saw that my fur was stained red 
heavily over almost my entire body. 


Rakill spun around when she heard me and hissed 
fearfully. 


"ECHO!" 


It was D'naal's voice, this time it wasn't in my head, 
but out loud. 


Rakill whirled to face the sound and a second later 
the white haired boy crashed through the bushes in 
an all out sprint. 


He didn't see Rakill; he was too focused on me, and 
ended up running into her. 


She snarled as they both crashed to the ground in a 
tangled heap, and tried to throw him off, but she was 
weak from blood loss and he was able to restrain her. 
That in itself was an awesome feat, for someone in 
their human form to be able to hold someone in their 
other form required a lot of strength. 

D'naal... 1 whispered in my mind, trying to warn him 
about the yillzirg, it might still be around here, he 
must think that I was the one that did that to her. 

Be careful... my mental voice was weak with pain. 


D'naal didn't seem to hear me and I saw that he had 
dropped the crystal when he had run into Rakill. 


“Change back!" he snarled at her, "Now!" 


Rakill trembled in fear and phased, her black fur 
shrinking back into her skin. 


“Good. Stay there. If you move so much as an inch I'll 
knock you unconscious." D'naal threatened in a dark 
voice. 


She nodded vigorously and didn't move while he ran 
to my side. 


"Echo!" his voice rose in fear when he saw the blood 
covering my fur, "Where does it hurt?" 


"She can't answer you." Rakill said, she had sat up 
and was pressing ka'rell leaves against her cuts to 
stop the bleeding. 


D'naal ignored her and asked me again. 


I twisted my head around and pointed toward his 
crystal, it was lying a few feet away. 


He saw what I was looking at and scooped it up. 
"Are you ok?" 

No, I think I broke a rib, every breath hurts. 
"Should I carry you back to your village?" 


My answer was sharp. No! They'll attack you on sight 
if they know you're a Nas'yll! 


"Well I can't just leave you here!" his voice rose with 
anxiety then he growled, "There's no way I'm letting 
her take you back." 

"Why are you talking to her like that? She can't 
understand you. We should just leave her here." Rakill 
said harshly, she was standing at D'naal's shoulder. 


Looks like she was feeling better. 


In an instant D'naal was on her, knocking her to the 
ground and holding her there, he shifted into his wolf 
and bared his teeth inches from her throat. 


She screamed and writhed, trying to get away from 
him but he held her down and shifted back. 


"She is better than you ever hope will be you wicked 
creature!" he shouted."She is smarter than you! And 
you are just a sad excuse for a warrior that abuses 
weaker people! She has never practiced fighting like 
you have, and yet you constantly attack her when she 
has had no training! You call that honor?" 


He was breathing hard and Rakill looked terrified. 


He stood and walked toward me where he kneeled at 
my side, his bare feet getting sticky with my blood 
that had collected in small puddles. 


“Can you change back to human? Then I'll be able to 
Carry you." 


Yes. 


It took effort but I was able to shift back into my 
human form and D'naal picked me up. 


I flinched as the movement aggravated my wounds 
and D'naal glared at Rakill before turning back to me. 


"Should I run? Or would that make it worse?" 


Run. The faster we get there the faster it will end. But 
I still don't think it's a good idea for you to go there. 

"I don't care if you don't think it's a good idea, you're 
hurt so I get to call the shots." He smiled slightly and 
I laughed, and then moaned; laughing was not good 
with broken ribs. 


Sorry I couldn't get here faster. His voice was full 
of regret. 


Just run. I said, trying to distract him. 
He nodded, and without answering Rakill's "what are 


you doing?" he started to run in the direction I told 
him to go. 


Turn left in a few feet, there should be a path up 
here. 


Got it. 


He turned left and we emerged onto a small slope 
that led up to the Every Road. He ran up the hill and 
onto the smooth dirt track. 


It was called the Every Road because it's branches led 
to everywhere in the forest, and the main path led 
back to the village, I hardly ever used it because 
people would notice me leaving more often. 


I could hear Rakill following us a few hundred feet 
back, she was wary of upsetting D'naal again, for fear 
that he would attack her again. 


I winced and held my breath for a few seconds before 
letting it out in small, shallow exhalations. This didn't 
hurt as much as normal breathing. 


A few minutes later we emerged onto the main path, 
this one was bigger and allowed D'naal to go faster 
without fear of accidentally falling off the sides which 
where steadily becoming steeper as we went on. 


It was about half an hour later when Rakill suddenly 
put of a burst of speed and raced past us in her jaguar 
form. She was limping slightly and her side was 
matted with dried blood. 

I began to recognize the trees and other plants 


around us at that same time; there was the tree with 
branches that looked like a bird with uplifted wings. 


We're almost there, only a few hundred feet more. | 
informed D'naal. 


He nodded and sped up; he had amazing stamina, 
even for a shapeshifter. 


How can you run for so long? | asked, I'd have 
collapsed long before now. 


The Aloria have speed. We, the Nas'yll, have 
stamina. 


Oh. 


A second later we stepped into the clearing, we where 
on the opposite side of where I had left before. The 
sounds and smells of home made my heart flutter in 
anticipation, what would happen now? 


Rakill saw us first and shouted something before 
darting into the crowd that had gathered beneath 
Highrock. Every head turned to us as D'naal walked 
closer, trying to figure out who was the Healer. 
"Halt!" my mother shouted from Highrock, "Put my 
daughter down this instant, and if you hurt her I'll 
personally rip out your throat." 

What in the world did Rakill tell them? I exclaimed 
silently. 

Talon leapt off Highrock and in mid air shifted into his 
massive tiger form. He advanced on D'naal and 
showed his teeth in warning. 


D'naal took the hint and set me carefully down, being 
careful not to jostle me, before starting to back away. 


I reached a hand out and grabbed his wrist, not 
letting him go any farther. They cannot treat you like 


a criminal! You did nothing wrong! 
They do not know that. 
Then tell them! 


Who would you believe, one of your own warriors 
or one of your enemies? He asked bitterly. 


Talon growled and D'naal gently unclasped my hand 
before moving back again. 


When he was far enough away Talon ran forward and 
crouched protectively between the two of us before 
he flicked his tail and several warriors converged on 
D'naal. 


They grabbed him by the arms and forced him to his 
knees with a blow from a wooden club. 


I screamed wordlessly at them and tried to stand but 
pain, worse than any I had yet felt, flared up and I 
collapsed onto my side, moaning in sheer agony. 


My mother leapt off Highrock and landed at my side, 
she crouched down and called for Cloud. 

The Healer ran forward clutching herbs, potions and 
bandages. 

She felt along my side with her fingers, "she has at 
least three broken ribs and severe bruising." 

“What about internal bleeding?" my mother's voice 
was tense. 

"I do not think so, her lungs have not been pierced, 
thank Yendemii for that." 

I closed my eyes in pain and felt my body tremble. I 
Snapped open my eyes and gasped when I felt a sharp 


pain in my arm. 
Cloud had stabbed a Sailo hornet's stinger into my 
elbow. 


D'naal... my voice was faint and my vision starting to 
grow black around the edges. Tell them... that you... 
saved me... that you can talk to...me...don't let... 
them...hurt...you..." 


“You're going to kill her!" D'naal screamed at his 
captors, "She just stabbed a Sailo stinger into Echo's 
arm!" 


Cloud glared at him, "they may be poisonous for you, 
but for us Aloria, they numb the senses, unless you'd 
rather her be in more pain than she has to be? Or do 
you think that just because she is unsentient she 
doesn't feel pain?" 


"She is sentient!" he shouted in anger, "how are you 
all so blind? Do you hate her so much that you cannot 
see the truth?" 


Through blurring eyes I saw my mother stand up and 
stride toward D'naal her eyes were murderous. 


She leapt forward shifting in mid air and raking her 
claws along D'naal arm. He gritted his teeth in pain 
but said nothing as the massive mountain lion 
towered over him. 


“How can you say such things?" she screeched, she 
was able to speak in her other form, "she is my 
daughter! I love her! If it is Yendemii's will that Echo 
be unsentient then who are we to question Her 
wisdom?" 


The world swirled and pitched around me like water 
and I felt lightheaded. 


The voices of the warriors were blurring together into 
one and though they began to argue I could no longer 
heard them. 


I felt my mind sinking into unconsciousness and my 
eyes where heavy as rocks and they closed 
unwillingly, my hearing shut off and a few seconds 
later and I sank into oblivion. 


Again. 


Chapter 6: Chapter VI 


Chapter VI 
3rd person PoV 


As soon as they had moved Echo unconscious form to 
the Healer's cavern Cloud shifted into her clouded- 
leopard form and walked to the largest cave where 
She had seen Reah go to after the capture of the 
young Nas'yll male. 


Reah took no notice of Cloud as she entered the cave 
hesitantly, she paced, her tail lashing from side-to- 
Side in anxiety, and Cloud saw Talon, the Alkkar— 
third in command—and Thorn conversing quietly in 
the shadows, both in their cat forms. 


Only when Cloud purposefully moved a large pebble 
with her paw did Reah finally look up. Then she 
immediately started on a rage filled tirade 


“Has the prisoner been moved? I don't want to see 


him ever again! Though I am loath to let him live 
another second, why, the very thought of what he did 
to Echo and Rakill makes me want to rip his throat 
out! But we cannot risk igniting another war with the 
Nas'yll! The Trader's are coming soon and we need 
the medicine only they can provide! They will not 
want to travel onto our land when we are in the 
middle of a war." 


Cloud was not taken aback at her leader's rage; as 
Healer, she could not have a mate, but she new the 
love Reah had for her daughter and Cloud had always 
loved Echo as if she were the child she never had. 


"Yes," She said soothingly, "Reah, you must calm 
down, you will worry the others, Echo should be fine; 
her injury is not so serious as it sounds, if it is left to 
heal itself it will take a while, but if you would allow 
me to take her to the Well Spring she could be fully 
up and about in a matter of days!" 


Reah responded quickly, "Of course! Take her there as 
soon as possible, why would you even feel the need to 
ask Cloud?" 


Cloud looked at her feet as memories flooded her 
mind, making tears spring to her eyes. She quickly 
wiped her face with a paw to hide her tears, "I—I 
didn't think you would trust me, after what happened 
to—" she said her voice filled with guilt. 


“Cloud, that was not your fault in any way! There was 
no way you could have helped, you're lucky you 
survived!" Reah's eyes were filling with tears but she 
kept blinking trying to appear brave in front of the 


other leaders. 


Cloud instantly felt even more guilt, "I—I'm sorry 
Reah, I shouldn't have brought it up in the first 
place..." she turned her head to avoid looking at her 
leader's mournful eyes, "I—I'll go now..." she 
stuttered before turning and walked, a little too fast 
to be casual, out of the cave. 


Once Cloud had left the cave Talon came to stand at 
Reah's side, his graying white tiger's fur nearly 
making him invisible in the shadows. Reah was 
Shaking, her head hung to the ground as she tried to 
conceal her grief. 


“Reah, Reah, it's ok," he comforted softly, nuzzling her 
affectionately. 


"I need to be alone." She said softly, her eyes blankly 
gazing into the distance. 


"Very well." Old Talon sighed and motioned for Fang 
to follow him. 


The two left and Reah sighed to herself before 
walking slowly outside and into the forest, the other 
clan members watched her go with somber eyes; they 
knew the pain she still carried within her heart, even 
after all the years that had passed. 


Chapter 7: Chapter VII 


Chapter VII 
Echo PoV 
My body felt as if it were filled with stones, I couldn't 


move any of my limbs or even open my eyes to see 
what was happening. 


I could hear people talking. 


One voice was Cloud's, and the other one was familiar 
but I couldn't place their names. 

"Jaolett, get your brother, he should be done making 
the sled by now." 

Ah, yes, Jaolett, she's one of Cloud's apprentices, and 
one of the few other people with cheetah forms, with 
normal fur of course. 

“And while you're at it, make sure Galra is ready, 
Talto and Raya spotted some Yillzirg tracks a few 
miles west..." 

“Cloud? Is something wrong?" She asked uncertainly 
when Cloud trailed off. 

"No, no, everything is fine, I was just...remembering, 
you know of what I speak, but we shouldn't say these 
things in front of her." 

“But she can't understand us, can she?" 

“Of course not, now just go run along and find 
Jaylette, we need to be leaving soon, before it gets 
dark." 

"Ok Cloud." 


I heard Jaolett's quick footsteps as she ran to find her 
older brother. 


What do they need a sled for? | wondered 


A sled was usually used to carry trade items. It was 
dragged along the ground behind a pair of 


domesticated elk to the largest circle of stones that 
was to the northeast, at the trading spot where the 
Traders made their camp when they came through on 
their way to the sea. 


“Cloud, Jaylette's done making the sled, he's bringing 
it over now." 


“Good, did you ask Galra if he's ready?" 


“Yes, he was just getting his spear from the cave, oh, 
here he comes now with Jay." 


I focused my hearing and heard heavy footsteps 
approaching—Galra—along with lighter ones that I 
could tell were Jaylette's because I could hear the 
Sled scraping against the ground as he ran. 


“Healer, do you have all that you will need?" Galra's 
deep voice asked. 


"Yes, we just need to get Echo onto the sled." Cloud 
answered. 


Oh. Right. 


I tensed as they lifted me from the ground, waiting for 
the inevitable pain. When they set me down the pain 
came in the form of a sharp stabbing in my chest. The 
Sled was comfortable though, piled high with soft 
rabbit furs and deerskins. 


I snarled through my teeth at the pain and I heard 
Jaylette suggest to Cloud that I should be stung with 
another Sailo stinger. 

"No, too much of their poison can be deadly, and it's a 
good thing that she is waking up now, she must be 
conscious, Caersiph must be able to contact her mind 


to heal her." 


Jaylette was confused. "Caersiph? I thought it was 
Yendemii that healed us at the Well Spring?" 


"No, dummy! How would Yendemii be able to use the 
healing magik if she doesn't have hands?" Jaolett said. 


"She's a goddess though! She can do what ever she 
wants to do she doesn't need hands!" 


"Yeah but—" 


“Both of you stop it!" Cloud snarled suddenly, "All 
your arguing doesn't change the fact that you're 
acting like sniveling little cubs! You two can't even 
manage to step out of camp without arguing! I've half 
a mind to leave you here and find someone else to 
come!" 


There was silence. 


"Cloud," Galra chided in his deep voice, "They're just 
excited about the Traders coming; they didn't mean 
any disrespect." 


“Yeah, Galra's right..." Jaolett defended quietly. 


"Oh fine!" Cloud snapped, "You can come just don't 
fool around, the forest near the Well Spring is full of 
dangers and you cannot be caught off guard. You are 
responsible for your own actions." 


"Okay." The two siblings answered quietly. 


“Can we be off now? It takes the best part of the day 
to get there and as you said, Cloud, we need to get 
there before darkness falls." Galra interjected. 


“Yes, we should be off. Jaylette, Jaolett, you two drag 


the sled, try not to bump over any rocks or sticks, we 
don't want her to be anymore uncomfortable than she 
needs to be." 


I felt Jaolett and Jaylette pick up the handles to the 
sled and start to move forward, the weight of the sled 
not slowing them down even a little, immediately the 
pain encircled my ribs like barbed wire but I resisted 
the temptation to scream, that would only get them— 
and D'naal—in more trouble. 


To keep from screaming I focused my mind outwards, 
ignoring the murmured conversation Jaolett and 
Jaylette were having, ignoring the fact that each rock 
that passed under the sled sent jabs of pain, ignoring 
Galra's heavy footfalls as they snapped twigs and 
crunched loudly on dry leaves. 


I focused on the hum of the insects, stretching out my 
senses till I could hear the heartbeat of a small mouse 
that was hidden under a log, a just few paces away 
from us. 


Up in the treetops I could hear the sound of hawk 
chicks chirping to themselves, waiting for their 
parents to come back with food. 


I heard the call of one of the adults, coming back from 
hunting, victorious, I imagined it diving through the 
trees to the nest, perching on the edge for a moment 
before lifting its huge wings and taking back off into 
the endless blue sky with a proud caw. 


A sudden shriek, inhuman and terrifying ripped 


through the air, sharp as a knife as it cut through the 
still forest, made my eyes snap open and I tensed 


Galra stood in front of Jaylette and his sister, his arm 
held out. 


"Did you hear that?" Galra's voice was low, 
apprehensive. "It sounded like a Jrakonet!" 


“That's impossible; the Jrakonet are just legends told 
to scare little cubs. It was probably just...something." 


Galra was wary as he motioned for Jaylette and 
Jaolett to keep moving and moved to the rear of the 
group, his spear held in a tight grip. 


I immediately closed my eyes again, not wanting them 
to know I was completely awake. 


“Just legends," Galra scoffed quietly, "she wont think 
they're such legends if one tears out her throat..." I 
could hear from his footsteps that he was trailing 
behind a little to keep a lookout. 


"Hey, Jayo," Jaylette whispered when both adults were 
out of earshot. 


"Yeah?" 


“Do you know what a Jrakonet is? I've only heard 
stories about them at the Stone Circle." 


“Yeah, I heard those stories too, but I heard one from 
one of the traders, you know that big weird guy with 
the freaky scar going across his face? He said he got 
attacked by one of them, and that's how he got his 
scar, is what he says." Jaolett explained. 


"Did he say what it looked like?" 


“Yeah, he said its wings were at least ten paces long, 
and that its scales, they were red because they were 
stained with the blood of the animals it'd killed!" 


“What happened, did he kill it?" Jaylette whispered 
back, so quietly I was hardly able to hear. 

"No, he said noone's ever killed one, except for 
Pandora, but people said he was a demigod, so—" 
Jaolett stopped mid-sentence as Galra's footsteps 
grew suddenly closer, he was running. 

I opened my eyes then. No one noticed. 


“Jaylette! Jaolett! Stop! Something is following us! 
Where's Cloud?" he shouted. 

"She went ahead!" 

“What is it?" Jaolett asked what I had been thinking. 
"IT don't know, I barely saw it before it ran away, but it 
was huge!" 

“What do we do?" this time it was Jaylette who asked. 


"Try to find somewhere to hide, see if you can find a 
tall tree and climb it, the thing didn't look like it could 
climb trees. I have go to find Cloud, if you see it, do 
not go near it!" Galra warned before turning the way 
we had been going and leaping into the air, changing 
into his lion form before he hit the ground. He sped 
off, leaving the spear behind. 


Jaolett quickly picked it up and handed it to Jaylette; 
he was the best spear fighter of the two. 


"I'm going to wake up Echo." She said turning to face 
me. 


I smiled at her. 
"Oh!" she gasped slightly, "She's awake!" 
I nodded my head and tried to stand, immediately 


Jaolett rushed forward to help. 
"Are you Okay? Does it still hurt?" she asked 
worriedly. 


Strangely, it wasn't as bad as it had been before; it 
was...softer, if that was the word to describe it, more 
like a small ache rather than a knife's cut as it felt 
before. 

I shook my head to say No, just before Jaylette 
interrupted; "Jayo, you heard what Cloud said; she 
can't understand you." 

"But she just answered me..." Jaolett replied slowly, 
starring at me closely, "...can you understand me?" 
She whispered. 


Yes! I nodded my head. 

“Jayo, we don't have time for this, we have to find—" 
He never finished the sentence. 

End of Chapter Seven. 


Chapter 8: Chapter VIII 


Chapter VIII 
Echo PoV 
A huge monster stood not thirty paces from us. 


It was as tall a lion, its fur was the color of dried 
blood, white and black stripes adorned its blood 
colored pelt. It growled savagely, revealing inch long 
canines. 


Jaylette shifted slightly, preparing to attack. 


Jaolett grabbed his arm, "Jay, don't move, maybe it 
won't—" 

As soon as the words left her mouth the beast roared 
and charged toward her. She screamed and leapt out 
of the way, shifting into her cheetah as she did, while 
Jaylette lunged forward with the spear, snarling as 
viciously as he could in his human form. 


The beast growled and bit the spear, yanking it from 
Jaylette's grip and throwing it away with a toss of its 
head. It leapt on top of him, pining him down with its 
paws on his chest till Jaylette was gasping for breath. 


Jaolett suddenly flew out of nowhere and slammed 
into its side, claws out and thorn sharp, sending it 
flying through the air while she crouched over her 
brother protectively, snarling at it, making her appear 
terrifying. 

The beast staggered to its feet, thick, dark blue blood 
was trickling through the red fur from the deep claw 
marks Jaolett had made on its side. 


It growled at us, its dark royal blue eyes darting from 
each of us to the other before finally focusing on me 
where I stood, a little apart from the others. With a 
bone-chilling roar it charged again, this time coming 
straight at me. 


I was unable to dodge out of the way and in moments 
it had me on the ground, its jaws snapping at my face 
and throat, black saliva dripping onto my skin where 

it burned like acid. 


I held my arms in front of my face to protect my 
throat and the monster began to slash at them with 


its tusks, making pain lance up and down my arms. I 
yelled in pain and began to scratch at its face with my 
hands to no effect; its fur was so thick that I couldn't 
get to the skin. 


Bracing my muscles I pulled my legs in before 
shoving them out at the animal's stomach so hard that 
it rolled off me with a pained yelp. 


I leapt to my feet once it was off me, and, ignoring the 
blood that covered me, shifted into my other form. 


I was on all fours, the sounds and smells were even 
Sharper, I could smell my own blood, and the blood of 
the creature. It had a sharp scent, almost like metal. I 
heard it when Jaylette shifted to his other form too. 


We surrounded the monster, Jaylette facing it, me on 
its right flank and Jaolett on its left. 


The beast's eyes wheeled around, trying to find an 
opening, finding none, it growled one last time before 
lifting its head and howling. 


I hissed at it angrily but it ignored me and kept 
howling. I sensed Jaolett's alarm and looked at her, 
she snarled at the still howling animal before darting 
away toward a large pine tree and leaping onto the 
lowest branches before changing back into human 
and climbing the rest of the way, "Hurry! Climb a 
tree! —" She said something else but it was drowned 
out by the animal's howling. 

She pointed to the horizon, where a large hill rose 
above the forest. When I looked at it, the thought that 
came to my mind was that the earth was bleeding, 
spilling drops of dark blood down the hill into the 


forest. 
It took me a second to realize what I was seeing. 


I sprinted for the tree, leaping into the air and onto a 
thick branch before jumping to the next one till I was 
level with Jaolett. Jaylette was just below me in his 
human form, climbing, till he was crouching on the 
branch next to me. 


Gripping the branch with my front paws and digging 
my claws into the bark for a firm grip, I quickly 
shifted back into my human form, steadying myself 
quickly when I lost my balance for a second by 
grabbing onto the branch that come out of the trunk 
over my head. 


I glanced down at the creature, it had stopped 
howling and was circling the tree, barking and 
growling at us. 


Jaolett hissed at it and shook the branches, trying to 
frighten it away. The creature just sat there, calmly 
looking up at us with its dark eyes. 


Jaylette growled in the back of his throat, "We need to 
fight, if we can kill this one before its pack get here 
they might leave us alone." 


Or it'll make them want to kill us in revenge... | 
thought. 


Jaolett was looking at my arm in concern; it was still 
covered in blood, "but Jay, look at her arm, she can't 
fight with her arm like that, and we need all three of 
us to kill that thing." She glanced down at the 
creature before facing me again and reaching over to 
take my hand. 


“Let me see your arm." She pulled my arm gently 
toward her and I shuffled closer to the trunk so that 
she could examine it. 


Jaolett reached into the small pack that was strung 
across her shoulder and pulled out a water-skin. She 
pulled out the bone stopper and tipped a small 
amount of the water onto my arm. She reached out 
toward the branch near her and picked a soft new leaf 
off its stem and used it to wipe the blood and water 
off of my arm. 


I looked away; afraid to see what I would see, I was 
imagining my arm mangled and torn to pieces, it had 
sure seemed that way when the thing was attacking 
me. 


I heard a gasp from Jaylette. 
"My god..." 
End of Chapter Eight. 


Chapter 9: Chapter IX 


Chapter IX 
3rd PoV 


The forest was almost perfectly silent; the only noise 
to be heard was the pounding of Galra's heavy 
pawsteps as he ran through the trees, his golden fur 
sparkling in the few rays of sunlight that managed to 
penetrate the thick foliage. 


He skidded to a stop and lowered his head to the 
ground, a sudden gust of wind sent the long hair of 


his mane flat across his back, and he caught a faint 
trace of the scent he had been searching for. 


Lifting his head back up, he set off again, running 
faster than before, this time to the north. 


Cloud, where are you? He thought desperately, Cloud 
was smaller than the others even though she was an 
adult; so she wouldn't be able to defend herself if she 
was in danger, unless she was able to find a tree to 
Safety. 


The wind was starting to pick up, carrying more of 
the Healer's scent toward him. The smell of limestone 
and water was also very strong. 


He knew where he was heading now; the only place 
that had limestone in the Clan's entire territory was 
the Well Spring. But he was still miles away. 


A drop of rain splashed to the ground in front of him, 
he glanced up at the sky, astonished to see that storm 
clouds were rolling in, black and in heavy with rain. 


Growling slightly, Galra picked up his pace, weaving 
through the thick underbrush with ease. 


The rain began to really pour down after he had been 
running for about five minutes, small, fast droplets 
that stung his eyes. His thick fur the only thing that 
kept him warm. 


A bolt of lightning flashed overhead, quickly followed 
by the deep clash of thunder. He instinctively ducked 
under a bush until it was over, and then leapt out, 
keeping low to the ground, trying to sort through the 
kaleidoscope of new scents that the rain was creating. 


After running a few minutes in the torrential 
downpour, he suddenly burst out of the trees and into 
the small clearing that surrounded the Well Spring. 
The Great Pool was only a few paces away from where 
Galra skidded to a stop on the wet limestone. 


His fur, a bright gold when dry, was now a dark amber 
color, and it stuck to his skin, making him seem thin 
and fragile. 


Galra looked around and was quick to spot the dark 
Shape that was kneeling before the larger-than-life 
statue of Caersiph. A flash of lightning briefly 
illuminated a haggard face that was drenched with 
either tears or rain, starring down at the feet of the 
statue, her eyes were closed and her mouth moved 
with silent prayer. 


Cloud did not look up or move when Galra went to 
move to her side, his pawsteps silent as he moved 
toward her on the slick ground. 


The ancient runes, carved into the limestone by 
unknown people from thousands of years ago, glowed 
with a soft green light when he passed over them. 


When Galra stood next to Cloud he shifted back to his 
human form. The glow from the runes faded slowly 
away, back to the normal grey of the stone. 


Cloud looked up at him, her eyes blank, seeming to be 
looking through him, rather than at him. 


“Galra..." she said in a soft voice, her eyes flicking to 
meet his for the first time, "you realize that it's been 
fifteen years exactly today?" 


Galra said nothing, she continued. 


"And yet, I can remember it as if it had happened just 
yesterday..." 


"Cloud." Galra said cautiously, "What—what really 
happened that day?" 


Cloud smiled sadly, "I think now is the time to tell, I 
don't have much time, they'll be coming for me soon 
enough." 


“What do you mean? Cloud, who is coming for you?" 
Cloud didn't answer. 
Flashback-15 years ago-Cloud PoV 


"Cloud." I looked up when I heard my name. I had 
been sitting on a tree stump, fixing my old pack, it 
had a tear in it from when it had gotten snagged on a 
branch, and I would need it when I went to the Well 
Spring. 

I lifted a hand to my face to shield my eyes from the 
sun and saw the Alkkis watching me, his prematurely 
grey hair glinting in the bright morning sun. I 
instantly stood and bowed to him. "Yes Alkkis?" I 
asked. 


“You are going to the Well Spring today." He said it as 
a statement, not a question. 

"Yes, Iam." I replied, "do you need to get something 
from there? Medicine? Is someone ill?" 

"No, noone is ill, I was just wondering if you would 
allow me to accompany you." 

I was shocked; back in those days only women were 
allowed to step foot near the Well Spring, only in 
times of great emergency was a male allowed to go 


there, the gods wouldn't allow it otherwise. 


"But ...Alkkis..." I trailed off and he smiled, waited for 
my answer, his ice blue eyes sparkling. 


I hesitated, not wanting to be disrespectful; maybe he 
didn't know. After all, he had not been born into the 

clan. He had been found as a cub, wandering alone in 
the forest, and noone knew where he had come from. 


I gathered my courage and said, "But Alkkis, males 
aren't allowed to go to the Well Spring, surely you 
know that? The gods won't allow it, it is one of the 
oldest laws!" 


He became serious at once. "Yes, Cloud, you're right. 
The gods wouldn't allow it, not even for an Alkkis." 


I nodded, thinking he was done. 

"But." 

"But?" I repeated questioningLly. 

"Tam no normal Alkkis. The gods wil/ allow me into 
the Well Spring. And I must speak to you of something 


when we are there, something of the most vital 
importance." 


"If it's something important, wouldn't it be best if you 
told the clan at the same time?" 


"No!" he looked around and gestured for me to follow 
him before he shifted into his snow leopard form and 
running into the forest. I was puzzled but quickly 
followed after him in my clouded leopard form. 


He led us far enough away from the camp that I 
couldn't hear anyone talking so I knew they wouldn't 
be able to hear us either. 


The Alkkis was leaning against a tree when I caught 
up to him. His face was serious again. 


"Alkkis," I said when I had turned back into my 
human form, but he interrupted me. 


“Cloud, how many times have I asked you to call me 
by my name? Jalkuo? We are friends, aren't we?" 


"Yes, Jalkuo..." It felt strange calling him by his name. 
“What was it you wanted to tell me? And why can't 
you tell the clan about it first?" 


He sighed slightly and walked toward me till he stood 
only a few paces away. "Cloud," he said, "I can trust 
you right?" 

"y-yes...' I said unsure. 


“You cannot tell the others till the time is right, you 
must wait until after Reah gives birth; My daughter is 
going to be special." 


“Your daughter?" I asked, "how do you know she is 
going to have a girl?" 

He smiled, "She is going to have twins, one boy and 
one girl. They will be born two days after today." 


Of course I was skeptical, but I didn't let him know 
that, and instead I asked slowly, "How will your 
daughter be special?" 


This time his smile was sad, "She is more special even 
than I..." he trailed off and I was about to ask him to 
continue when a I heard the sound of someone 
approaching, a human. 


“Cloud! Where are you?" it was Letta. I glanced at 
Jalkuo before shouting, "Over here Letta! I was just 


discussing something with the Alkkis!" 


Immediately I heard the familiar sound of someone 
shifting into their other form and the sound of the 
footsteps began again, this time coming toward us. 


A few seconds later Letta walked into the clearing, 
her sun-colored jaguar fur gleaming in the early 
morning light. 


She quickly shifted into her human form, "I thought 
you'd left without me!" 


“Of course not." I was quick to reply, "We should be 
leaving now, are you ready? Anything you need to 
get?" I asked her. 


"No, I'm ready." She looked at Jalkuo, "with your leave 
Alkkis, we will go." 


"Actually Letta," I said, "the Alkkis wishes to 
accompany us to the Well Spring." 


Letta glanced at me but didn't object. 


I led the others through the forest to the Well Spring, 
we all ran in our other forms, so it didn't take as long 
as it would have. 


I turned to Letta once we had arrived, "The herb 
patch grows just up there," I gestured to the top of 
the waterfall that fed the water to the Great Pool. 
“The Sansai grows near that tree." I pointed to the 
large tree that grew up near the waterfall, its roots 
crisscrossing over the moving water to create a 
bridge. 

"Okay." Letta said before heading toward the rocks 
that were next to the Great Pool and leaping on top of 


them till she reached the top. I saw the swift flick of 
her tail as she disappeared behind the ridge. 


Jalkuo looked at me and gestured for me to follow 
him. I did so and he led me toward the waterfall. 


“After you, Healer." He said gesturing toward the 
falling water. 


I looked at him confused. "What do you mean?" 


Now it was his turn to be confused, "you mean you 
don't know about the cave?" 


"No...what cave?" 


“The Sacred Cave! The Shadows Cave! The Cave of 
Faces! How do you not know? Surely the gods told 
you of it in your dreams!" 


“No, the gods never told me any of those names 
before." 


“Are you sure, I could have sworn that I told you 
when—" he stopped himself suddenly and said instead 
“Come! If the gods did not show you then I shall! No 
Healer before you has never seen The Sacred Cave!" 


He walked forward and stood against the rock face 
and edged along it till he was behind the waterfall, his 
Shadows figure visible through the cascading water, 
then he disappeared. After a moment of hesitation I 
followed. 


It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the gloom, and 
I closed them to hasten the process. 


When I opened them again it was as if I had entered 
an entirely new world. 


The roar of the waterfall seemed to fade, and the 
colors seemed to brighten. Marvelous paintings 
covered the walls, a crude drawing of Yendemii and 
Caersiph here, a strange symbol there, and the most 
dominant one was a huge picture that showed the 
gods looking down on Quilluc, and from their minds 
came streams of color, sent down to the surface below 
them. 


I looked at Jalkuo, he was looking at the pictures too, 
a sad smile on his face. 


He seemed to forget the reason he had even come 
here, so I asked, "Alkkis, what was it you wanted to 
tell me?" 


He looked up startled; he had been staring intently at 
a life-size illustration of Yendemii. 


"Yes...um... I can't really think how to begin..." he 
hesitated. "You might want to sit down." 


I glanced at him before taking a seat against the rock 
wall, sitting cross-legged as I watched him begin to 
pace back and forth. 


"Where to start... where to start." He murmured in 
such a low voice that I almost didn't catch it. 


“How about your daughter, you said she was going to 
be special, more special even than you..." I said 
repeating what he had said earlier near the camp. 


"Ah, yes..." he trailed off again and I waited patiently 
as he seemed to gather his thoughts. Suddenly he 
crouched down in front of me, 


“Cloud, what I tell you next must not be repeated to 


anyone. You would be in danger. Do you swear?" his 
voice was harsh, a power seemed to be shining 
through, and if I was too look to closely I would surely 
die. 

"T swear." I said shakily. 


"Good." He stood up and began pacing again. "I might 
as well tell you the beginning, we'll get to my 
daughter afterward." 


I nodded and waited for him to continue. 


“Now, you love the gods, do you not? You are loyal to 
them? You would do anything for them?" 


The question was so unexpected that it took mea 
moment to answer. "Of Course! I would do anything 
they asked! Why do you ask?" 


"Cloud..." he shut his eyes for an instant before 
Snapping them open and starred into my eyes fiercely. 
"T am Caersiph." 


"What...you can't be serious?" I asked slowly, sure he 
was joking. 
"I'm deadly serious." 


“But—" He cut me off before I could say anything, 
“Cloud, how else would I have entered the Well 
Spring unless I am the only male allowed into it; 
unless I was the one that gave it its healing powers? 
How else could I have known about this cave unless I 
was the one who created it?" 


I was speechless. 


"Prove it." I said finally finding my voice, "Prove to me 
that you are the god Caersiph." 


He sighed and turned to one of the paintings that 
decorated the walls; this one depicted a crude 
drawing of an stag. 


Furrowing his brow slightly over his ice blue eyes, he 
stretched out a hand and placed it on the stag's head, 
with fingers splayed, he pressed them into the rock 
and murmured something in a language that I could 
not comprehend. 


Suddenly there was a flash of white light. I stumbled 
back with a hand over my eyes, a second later I heard 
the tap-tap of hooves on rock. I lowered my hand. 


The stag picture on the wall was moving, raising its 
full head of antlers and waving them, I gasped and it 
turned its head toward me. It leapt forward, off and 
away from the wall and stood there, as if bewildered. 


Its fur was not the normal brown, instead it was the 
color of the rock it had sprang from, grey-brown, with 
small flecks of other colors thrown in, and its legs had 
been exaggerated by the drawer, making it taller than 
a deer ever could be in reality. All in all it was almost 
the size of a bear. 


The stag looked at Jalkuo—no, he was Caersiph now, 
and he smiled and reached out to pet its head. It 
nuzzled him affectionately before galloping past me 
with a blue of color and through the waterfall with a 
Splash. 


“You are Caersiph..." I murmured in awe. 
Caersiph watched it go before turning to me. 


I walked away from him, starring at the painted 
pictures on the wall. "...Caersiph?" I turned around to 


face him. He was sitting with his back against the 
opposite wall. "Yes?" 


"Why did you come here?" I asked, still a little dazed 
after seeing the stag come to life, "Have we done 
something wrong? Are you here to punish us?" 


“No I—" he broke off suddenly, his head cocked to the 
Side, starring at the waterfall with narrowed eyes. 


"What is it?" I asked after a few seconds of silence. 


Suddenly he leapt to his feet with a wordless cry of 
anger. In a second he had sprinted out of the cave and 
out of my sight. I ran after him as fast as I could, 
“Caersiph!" 


I burst through the waterfall and stood there, 
bewildered, Caersiph was nowhere in sight. 


“Caersiph!" I shouted, looking around in confusion. 


Suddenly there was a scream from above me that I 
recognized as Letta's. I ran toward the rock wall and 
leapt onto it, changing as I did into my other form. I 
scrambled up the wall and stood at the top, looking 
around for Letta. 


There was another cry, and mid-scream it changed 
into the ferocious yowl of a leopard. I heard Caersiph 
shout something that was indistinguishable from the 
roar of the river, but I knew from the sound where 
they where now: across the river and below the hill. 


Thinking fast, I looked around for some way to cross 
the river. If I tried to swim across I'd be swept over 
the fall and into the Great Pool, so that plan was out. 


Then I noticed the large rock that was in the center of 


the river. It was about seven paces away from my side 
of the river and four from the other side. 


Backing up a few paces, I crouched down, tensing my 
legs. If I don't make it... 


I cut that thought off before it could properly begin 
before I launched myself forward into a run and leapt 
for the rock. 


I made it, but one of my back legs was in the water 
and the current was so strong I almost fell in, the 
water itself was bone chillingly cold, but I dragged 
myself onto the rock and leapt for the shore, this time 
with no incident. 


The sound of a leopard's scream made my heart race 
and I sprinted for the hill and leapt down it, it was a 
small slope—only about five paces—and looked wildly 
around. 


Time seemed to slow, as I realized what I was seeing. 


The first thing I saw was Caersiph, he was in his snow 
leopard form, his white and grey fur sparkling in the 
sunlight, but something was wrong; his fur was 
stained with blood, and I could smell his rage as he 
snarled. Blood was dripping from his mouth; He was 
more terrifying than anything that I'd ever seen. 


Then I saw what he was snarling at; the stag that had 
leapt from the cave wall at the touch of his hand, its 
grey fur was covered in dirt and blood, it held one of 
its front legs off the ground tentatively, and I saw that 
blood was pouring from a wound that Caersiph had 
obviously inflicted. 


Then I saw Letta. 


She lying was on the ground beneath the stag in her 
human form, her clothes bloody and covered in dirt. 
Her long black hair covered her face, and matted with 
blood. Whether it was her own, or the stag's, I 
couldn't tell. One of her legs was twisted at an odd 
angle, there was a hoof-shaped bruise on it and she 
wasn't moving. 


The stag reared up on its hind legs and kicked out as 
Caersiph lunged toward it, breaking me out of my 
reverie. 


Instantly I lunged forward low to the ground and 
grabbed Letta's arm gently in my teeth and pulled her 
to safety. She cried out slightly as I hid her behind a 
rock. "Shhh," I whispered softly in my cat's voice, 
"You'll be alright, it's okay." 


There was a loud growl from Caersiph and I leapt 
back over the rock. The stag was attempting to 
escape, its black eyes wide with fear as it tried to 
dodge around the snarling white leopard that blocked 
its path. 


In desperation it reared up again and kicked at 
Caersiph's head, he was able to dodge though, and he 
leapt for its throat. The stag screamed, a harsh 
metallic sound and fell to the ground, Caersiph 
snarled again and leapt onto its side before he sank 
his teeth into its skull. 


The stag's head fell to the ground, its eyes losing their 
light. 


Caersiph stood there fore a second, looking down at it 
before he jerked his head around to look at me. His 


face was still covered in the stag's blood and I 
flinched unintentionally. I saw his expression change 
from one of rage to concern and I knew he was 
thinking of Letta. 


I shifted back to my human form and went to where I 
had put her. I lifted her head up and examined her 
more closely than I had been able to do before. 


The smell of her blood was thick in the air as I pulled 
her hair away from her face. And turned her slowly 
onto her back. 


I gasped, my eyes pricking with tears; the stag had 
smashed in the back of her skull. 


Caersiph's sharp intake of breath told me that he had 
returned to his human form. I looked at him, tears 
cascading down my cheeks. His eyes too were filled 
with tears. 


"Caersiph..." I whispered, "Is there anything you can 
do to help her? Any way you can heal her?" 


"I'm sorry Cloud, So, so sorry. There's nothing I can 
do to save her, the only thing I can do is to make sure 
She makes it safely to the sky." He said, his face 
desolate. 


My tempter rose, and I stood up, my hands held in 
Shaking fists at my sides. 

"NO! That's not enough! You're Caersiph, you're our 
god! You can save her, you must save her!" I shouted 
at the top of my lungs. 


He stood and grabbed my arms. "Cloud! There's 
nothing I can do! Yes, Iam a god, but no one, not 


even a god can reverse death!" 
Death... 


“No, no, no!" I shouted ripping my arms from his 
grasp, "She can't be dead! Her heart is still beating! I 
can hear it!" 


“Cloud. She is dead. Her heart is still beating yes, but 
her mind, it's gone; it's just a body. She's dead..." 


I bared my teeth in fury and shoved him away 
roughly. He didn't resist. His face was drawn and 
haggard, as he starred with cold blue eyes at Letta's 
body. 


“Letta's dead..." he repeated in a whisper, seeming to 
have forgotten that I was there. 


He gripped his head in his hands and looked at the 
Sky. "Why?" he shouted at the heavens, "Tell me my 
Queen! Why did I come here if I cannot even save her 
life?" 

The wind suddenly picked up, lifting leaves and dust 
into the air, and I suddenly remembered with terror 
that Caersiph was also the god of the wind, able to 
make storms great enough to destroy the entire forest 
if he so wished. 


I backed away slowly, not wanting to rouse his anger 
more. 


He turned toward me though, his blue eyes ablaze, 
“Cloud! You must run!" the rest of the sentence was 
cut off as he screamed violently, his face pointed at 
the sky, red light exploding out of his skin and 
shooting in all directions. 


I screamed and dodged out of the way, keeping low to 
avoid being struck by the crimson lights. All around 
me the plants were bursting into flame. A stray spark 
landed on my clothes and I quickly changed into my 
clouded leopard form and the tiny flame disappeared. 


I turned and saw that Caersiph had fallen to his knees 
in the center of the maelstrom, the violet light still 
Shooting out of his skin, his hair was on fire and when 
he looked at me his eyes glowed the same color as the 
inferno that raged around him. 


“Run Cloud! You must escape! You must tell the 
others that—" I didn't hear the rest of what he said 
because at that moment there was a dangerously 
familiar creaking groan. 


I leapt out of the way just as a large tree crashed to 
the ground where I had been standing a second ago. I 
crouched to the ground, my fur singed. I was 
trembling violently from head to tail. 


When I looked up, I could see nothing but the inferno; 
I couldn't even tell if Caersiph was still alive. And I 
knew that his human body would be able to die, I just 
didn't know how I knew. 


The flames were reaching out across the grass, 
stretching toward me as if they knew where I was. I 
leapt to my feet and raced away as fast as I could. But 
the fire was faster, first the sparks landed on my tail, 
sending lances of pain up my spine. 

The fire was catching up on both sides, and I dug my 
claws into the earth, willing myself to go faster, faster. 


I almost made it. 


I felt it before it happened, a sort of prickling feeling 
at the back of my neck that had nothing to do with the 
sparks that were raining down at me. 

The flames seemed to draw back, and I thought I had 
made it. I was only a few paces from the waterfall and 
I tensed as I readied to leap across to the other side. 
Then the explosion blasted toward me, and I was 
powerless to do anything that could stop it. 

As the unstoppable firestorm roared toward me, I 
shut my eyes, and began to pray. 


End of Chapter Nine 
End of Flashback from Cloud's perspective 


Chapter 10: Chapter X 


Chapter X 
Echo PoV 
My arm was completely healed. 


“How—How is that possible?" Jaolett asked, starring 
in shock. 


My arm was perfect, though still a little red from the 
blood that had covered it. 


The creature growled beneath us and I looked down 
at it, its ears were up and it was starring to the north, 
the way we were facing. 


Jaylette was starring at the creature, his brow 
furrowed above his eyes. "Shhh!" he said suddenly to 
Jaolett who was just about to say something, "Did you 


hear that?" 
"Hear what?" 


“That noise...it sounded...like horses...." His eyes lit 
up as realization dawned, "The Traders!" 


Jaolett gasped, "We have to get their attention! They 
could help us!" 


Suddenly she stood up and started shouting. "Help 
us! We're over here! Help us!" 


Her brother copied her, cupping his hands around his 
mouth he shouted, "HELP US!" 


I could now hear what he had before, the pounding of 
horse's hooves on the ground, growing closer, but 
they weren't coming directly toward us, they were 
Slightly to the east, they would pass completely by us 
if we didn't get their attention. 


Bracing myself against the tree trunk I shifted back 
into my cheetah form. I ignored the looked of 
confusion the other two were giving me, and sucked 
in a large breath of air. Opening my jaws, I let out a 
deafening roar that caused Jaolett and Jaylette to 
have to cover their ears. Below us the creature yelped 
and ran into the bushes. I didn't know why I hadn't 
thought of it before. 


My hearing was better in this form and I was able to 
faintly hear the sound of voices, though they sounded 
like whispers. 


"Did you hear that?" "It sounded like a lion, it might 
be one of the Aloria. Maybe they need help." 
“Someone needs help!" and then, the thing that I'd 


wanted to hear, "Winan, go get your brother and go 
check it out, here, take one of the untamed horses 
with you incase you find anyone." 


I bared my teeth in a smile and looked at Jaolett, 
before shifting back into my human form, I pointed in 
the direction that I'd heard the voices and cupped my 
hands over my mouth before pointing again. 


Please let her understand me. Please let her 
understand me. I prayed. 


She nodded, "Jay, I think she heard something, the 
Traders must be coming, we should keep shouting so 
they can hear us." she looked back at me and I 
smiled. 


Jaylette cupped his hands over his mouth again, "Over 
here! Can anyone hear me?" he shouted. 


After he had repeated this a few times there came an 
answering cry, faint, though getting louder by the 
second. "We can hear you! We're coming!" it was a 
female's voice, and she sounded like she was about 
our age. 


Then there was another voice, this time it belonged to 
aman "Is anyone hurt?" 


Jaolett and Jaylette both looked at me, "No, but there 
was an animal that tried to attack us, it got scared 
away, but it had called its pack before that, they 
might be coming!" 

“Was it a wolf?" it was the female's voice again, this 
time loud enough that they might have only been 
thirty paces away. 


“No, something else!" Jaylette answered. 


The sound of the horse's hooves was almost deafening 
now and suddenly the bushes rustled and two people 
on horse back burst into the clearing. An un-mounted 
horse was tied behind one of them. 


“We're up here!" Jaolett called down and both 
horsemen looked up, slightly startled, their faces 
hidden beneath their cloaks. 


The female's voice came from the rider on the right, 
“Where did the creature go?" she asked, turning her 
cloaked head to peer into the bushes. 


Jaylette was the one who answered this time, "It left, 
when Echo" he pointed to me, "scared it away when 
she roared to get your attention." 


The male turned his attention to me, until then he had 
been peering into the forest, tense as if something 
might leap out at him at any moment. "That was 
smart, Echo," He said, a smile in his voice, "we would 
never have been able to hear you otherwise." 


"Oh but she can't—" Jaylette began but stopped 
suddenly when the male held up a gloved hand, his 
cloaked figure tense and his other hand moving 
toward his belt and grasping the knife that hung 
there. 


I tensed, all of my senses reaching out, trying to 
sense the danger. 


Suddenly there was a roar and a large scarlet shape 
flew out of the bushes toward the male Lyetta, the 
white flash of teeth the only thing I was able to see 
before the rider's horse reared up toward the 


creature and lashed out with its hooves. 


In an instant, the horse had smashed its powerful feet 
into the creature's stomach, and the creature crashed 
to the ground, dark blue blood pouring out of the 
mortal wounds, and then the horse reared up again 
before it smashed its feet down on the thing's head, 
and the creature moved no more. 


The rider patted his horse's neck and dismounted. 
The female followed suit and they both crouched 
down by the creature. "This is what attacked you 
before?" the male asked as he ran his hand over the 
dead creature's fur. 


Jaylette moved to a lower branch before he leapt 
down, landing on the ground in a crouch before he 
stood up quickly, "Yes, do you know what it is? We've 
never seen the likes of it before." 


The female stood and turned toward him, "It is called 
a Halaku by our people, very dangerous. Are you sure 
there are no more?" she turned her head to face 
Jaolett and I, still perched in the tree, "You can come 
down now, the scent of this one's body will warn the 
others of its pack not to approach us, they know we 
are capable of killing them, and they will be wise 
enough not to get very close." 


"All right." Jaolett said as she quickly began to climb 
down the tree. 


I followed more slowly, shy around these people, 
every year when they came I had never been allowed 
to go to their camp to trade with everyone else, I was 
always forced to stay behind with the elders, 


including my grandfather, Talon and his mate, my 
grandmother Alba, until she died five years ago. I'd 
spent hours upon hours just listening to them talk; 
they talked about the days when they'd been children. 


They'd talked about the legends they had been told. 
They talked of the warrior brothers Denos and 
Anaego, and the demigod, Pandora of the humans, 
and the other great legends of Quilluc... 


I leapt to the ground and stood there, examining the 
two Lyetta's horses, I had never seen them so close 
before, and I found them most alarming; they were 
bigger than I had ever imagined possible, and 
especially after seeing what they were capable of 
when the Halaku had tried to attack its rider, I didn't 
feel like getting close to one any time soon. 


“"Anyways,' the female said, drawing my attention 
away from the horses, to look at her "My name is 
Winan, and this is my brother, Kardo. 


She looked at us, "What are your names? I don't 
believe we've met before." 


Jaylette introduced us, "I'm Jaylette, this is my sister, 
Jaolett, and this is Echo, her mother is our Alkkas." 


Kardo looked up at the word Alkkas, and then looked 
at me with a smile. "Ah, so she does have royal blood. 
I should have known; she is too beautiful to be aught 
but a princess." He smiled under the hood and bowed, 
bending at the waist and flourishing his cape. "Your 
highness." He said with another smile. 


Winan looked at him for a second before she nodded 
her head to me respectfully. "Your highness, Echo, we 


would accompany you back to your camp, if you give 
us your permission, of course." 


She looked at me expectantly. And after a second I 
realized what she was asking and I nodded my head 
and smiled. 


She smiled back then turned toward her horse, which 
was grazing a few paces away. She clicked her tongue 
and it trotted over compliantly. It nuzzled her head 
and she reached up to rub its head. The horse made a 
contented whiny. 


Kardo walked forward, his horse following tamely 
behind him. "I'm sorry, but we only thought to bring 
one extra horse with us and it's not strong enough to 
carry more than two people, so one of you will need to 
walk back..." 


Jaolett and Jaylette looked at each other, and seemed 
to come to some agreement. Jaylette nodded his head 
and said, "I'll walk so that Echo and Jaolett can ride 
the extra horse." 


"Very well." Winan said and she walked to her horse's 
side and untied the extra horse from the saddle. It 
was smaller than the other two, but it still towered 
over me when she brought it over. It flicked its ears 
and tossed its head but Winan didn't seem to notice 
and she held the reins out to me. 


I took a step backwards instinctively, eyes wide and 
muscles tensed to run. I shook my head frantically 
and grabbed Jaylette's hand and pointed at him then 
at the horse then him again. 


He starred at me dumbly for a second before he 


caught on. "I think Echo wants me and Jaolett to ride 
the horse..." 


I nodded and stepped back farther, Winan and Kardo 
exchanged glances but quickly mounted their horses 
and told Jaylette and Jaolett to do the same. 


"Are you all ready?" Kardo asked. I nodded and so did 
the others. Lets go then!" he shouted, 


Winan leaned low over her horse, holding tight to its 
mane, "Yah Quinain, Yah!" she shouted and a second 
later her horse took off into the forest along with 
Winan's call back of "C'mon Kardo!" 


“Do you know what to do?" Kardo asked Jaylette, who 
was holding the reins to the horse. "Yes." He 
answered. 


"Okay then, try and keep up!" Kardo looked back at 
me where I stood, still in my human form, and waved 
before he shouted, "Yah Mara!" and his horse too 
galloped off into the undergrowth. 


Jaylette tapped his heels on the horse's sides and it 
began to gallop after the other two. 


I waited a few seconds to follow so as not to risk 
getting too close to the horses before I shifted into my 
cheetah form and set off at a run after them. 


I followed an old deer trail that wound its way 
through the forest in a path parallel to the horses, 
that was I could see where the others were, but I 
didn't get too close. 


We all ran in silence for about an hour before I 
noticed that Kardo's horse was now moving in a 


diagonal line, so that he was closer to me than the 
others. 


He waved at me from the back of his horse and 
grinned before shouting something that I couldn't 
understand that made his horse run faster than it had 
been before. 


He mouthed the word race to me and I answered by 
speeding up. He laughed and leaned low over his 
horse's neck, urging it to go faster. 


Digging my claws into the ground I made my strides 
longer till I was going so fast that I seemed to move 
like a comet through the forest, going almost faster 
than I had ever gone before in my life. It was 
amazing. 


Kardo shouted something that was lost in the wind 
and pointed ahead. A tree had fallen across the path. 


Grinning inside, I somehow managed to make my legs 
move faster. I tensed my legs and leapt into the air, 
soaring inches above the fallen tree and landing 
safely at the other side. 


I stopped for a second to catch my breath and padded 
over to a small stream. As I bent my head down to 
drink I heard the pounding of the horses' hooves as 
the others got closer. A second later Kardo and his 
horse leapt over the fallen log and trotted over to me. 


Kardo dismounted from his horse and began to lead it 
over to the stream. It seemed reluctant at first, 
digging its hooves into the soft dirt until Kardo had to 
stop. He went to its head and stroked its face, 
whispering to it in a foreign tongue for a few 


moments before it seemed to calm and he was able to 
lead it over. 


Watching the large animal warily out of the corner of 
my eye, I lowered my head and began to drink from 
the stream. The water was cool and it tasted 
wonderful on my parched throat. 


When I was done I stretched and curled up under a 
nearby tree to wait till Kardo's horse was done 
drinking, and boy, did it drink a lot of water. 


Kardo walked over to where I was lying and sat down 
on a large rock. I watched as he lifted a hand to his 
throat and pulled a necklace on a red leather thong 
out from under his shirt. 


He grasped the end of it in his hand and closed his 
eyes for a few moments before he opened them and 
let the necklace fall back against his chest. "I've just 
told Winan and those other two where we are, their 
horses need some water too." 


Then he pulled out his knife and a thick branch from 
the ground. After breaking off the thin part of the 
branch and tossing it away, he began to cut the bark 
off of it, sliding his knife across it smoothly. 


I sat there watching him carve for a while before the 
scent of Jaylette, Jaolett and Winan was blown toward 
us on the wind, along with the strange, almost foul 
smell of the horses. 


I sat up, instantly alert, and a second later the two 
horses leapt over the log and sailed through the air 
before landing with a lot of shuffling of hooves on the 
muddy ground 


Kardo looked up, "Winan, how much longer do you 
think we'll have to ride till we get to the caravan?" 


“Not long, they're only a mile or so in that direction 
and their coming to pick us up. I got a message from 
Mother, we're supposed to wait here." 


Jaolett looked confused, "How can you communicate 
with them if they're that far away?" She asked with 
her brow furrowed over her lightly turquoise colored 
eyes. 


Winan looked at Kardo "I'm sorry, but we can't tell 
you that, only our leaders have the authority to tell 
those secrets, you understand." He said in a 
respectful tone while looking at me apologetically, "If 
it were up to me, I'd tell you, but it's not, so I won't. 
You understand don't you?" he seemed distressed, as 
if I would punish him or something. (What's this 
quote from? "I would if I could but I can't so I 
wont.") 


I nodded and he immediately looked relieved. 


Suddenly I heard a shrill, high whistle and both 
Winan and Kardo looked up. 


The whistle came again and Kardo took something out 
of his pocket, held it to his mouth and blew into it, 
creating the same sound. 


I heard shouting then; from somewhere to our left 
and a young man, looking only a few years older than 
I, ran through the bushes. 


A red headband was wrapped around his head and a 
blonde ponytail cascaded down his back, the only hair 
on his otherwise bare head. On his bare chest was a 


tattoo of an eagle with its wing tips touching his 
Shoulders. His face was almost without wrinkles and 
his expression was soft, as if he were an angel. 


“Kardo, you found them! I'm so glad! Father got a 
message from the Aloria asking us to bring them 
home. Are you okay, is anyone hurt?" He looked 
around with an anxious expression on his angelic 
face. 


Kardo stood and clapped his hands on his shoulders, 
"We're all fine; calm yourself Josen. Has there been 
word about the Circle, has is flooded in the rain?" He 
Said. 


Josen shook his head, "No, it's dry enough for the 
meeting, but the river has risen so we will have to set 
up farther west than last year, but it is of no matter, 
we should not leave our guests waiting." He waved 
his hand to us, beckoning, "Come my friends, our 
caravan will take you to your clan." 


He walked back into the bushes, holding a stray 
branch out of the way so that Kardo could duck under. 
I followed and so did Jaolett while Jaylette lead the 
horse. Winan came last. 


The sight that met my eyes was more amazing than 
anything I'd ever seen before. 


My eyes widened as I took in the long train of wooden 
houses, suspended above the ground on large wheels 
made of thick wood. In front of each one was a pair of 
two horses like the one that Jaolett and Jaylette had 
ridden. 


The caravan, as Josen had called it, went back so far 


that I couldn't see the end, but everywhere I looked I 
saw the horses. People riding horses, people walking 
beside horses and some of them were tied to the sides 
of the houses, though they obviously weren't going to 
help pull it. 


"If you would follow me," Josen said as he set off 
toward one of the houses. As we neared it, I 
discovered that this was the one at the very front of 
the caravan and it was larger by far than the others, 
atleast twice so. 


Four horses were tied to this one, each one decorated 
with lavish cloths, foreign silks and shining metal 
armour covered their head and backs. 


Josen lead us up the back of the house where some 
wooden steps descended, just inches above the grass. 


He leapt up the steps and knocked on the door 
respectfully. "Enter." A regal female's voice came from 
within. He opened the door and stuck his head in, 
“The Aloria children are here, and the Aklan is one of 
them." 


"Ah, yes, send them in!" the voice had more energy. 


Josen held a hand to the door and jumped off of the 
steps to make way for us. I smiled at him in thanks 
and tentatively ascended. The steps groaned slightly 
as I lifted my foot to the first step. The wood felt 
strange on my bare feet, so different from the mud 
and grass. I could feel the tiny cracks in it and I knew 
that it was very old. 


I gently pushed open the door, the wind had blown it 
shut, and stepped into the wheeled house. 


The first thing I noticed was the softness of the floor, 
and I looked down and saw that I was standing ona 
carpet of soft brown and white fur. 


I heard someone clear their throat and I looked up. A 
woman was sitting on a wooden bench that was 
coming out of the wall to my right. She sat at the far 
end, a small table before her was covered with gold 
coins and other types of currency I hadn't seen 
before. 


She was tall, and her hair was a beautiful shade of 
red, almost like cinnamon, but with gold streaks. Her 
skin was sun-darkened and smooth, and swirling 
tattoos of red spiraled up her arms to her shoulders. 
On her hands were many rings, some made of strange 
metals and glistening gems. Her cape was made of a 
strange dark blue fur that was covered in black spots 
that resembled a jaguar's rosettes. The hood that was 
thrown over her shoulders was lined with white fur, 
seemingly made of rabbit fur. 


"Hello," she greeted in a soft but noble voice, "You 
must be Echo, I've heard of you before, with your 
white hair, but I don't think we've ever met." She 
looked past my shoulder, "And who are you?" 


I turned and saw that Jaolett had entered. "My name 
is Jaolett, your Majesty." She said with a slight bow 
then gestured behind her to where Jaylette was 
standing in the grass, waiting for us to move out of 
the way so he could come in. "And my brother's name 
is Jaylette." 

"Ah beautiful names those! Come in, come in, make 


yourselves at home, sit down if you'd like, we'll be off 
in just a few minutes, the horses are being switched." 
She gestured to the bench opposite her and we seated 
ourselves, I sat at the end farthest from the woman, 
uncomfortable with meeting new people. 


She held her hands in a steeple on the table, "Well, I 
know your names, so it's only fair that you know mine, 
is it not?" she smiled at us and we nodded. "If you 
were children from our family, you would call me by 
my honorific title in our language, but unfortunately, 
your vocal cords are not complex enough to 
pronounce it, so you can will me Queen Ventarai. 
Understood?" 


We nodded again and she smiled. "Now, I know that 
you are the Alkkas's daughter, Echo, but I've never 
heard anything more, care to tell me about yourself?" 
the Queen looked at me expectantly and I didn't say 
anything. Of course. 


Jaylette leaned forward suddenly, "Um, your 
Majesty...2?" 
Queen Ventarai looked at her, "Yes, Jaylette, isn't it?" 


Jaylette looked slightly embarrassed and he looked 
down at the floor, "Yes, your Majesty...There's 
something you should know about Echo... and we 
didn't have time to tell those others that brought us 
here about it, Winan and Kardo..." 


"Yes, what is it?" Queen Ventarai glanced at me from 
the corner of her eye before turning back at Jaylette. 


"Umm...well... she, she isn't smart like the rest of us." 
"Smart? What do you mean by smart?" 


Jaylette looked at me then faced Queen Ventarai. 
"She's like a normal animal, your Majesty, she cant 
talk or think or anything!" 


The Queen frowned, "Really, what makes you think 
that? She looks plenty smart to me." 


“Our-our Healer, C-Cloud, she can talk to the gods in 
her dreams, and they told her that Echo wouldn't be 
like the rest of us." 


There was silence for a few seconds and then Queen 
Ventarai sat up straighter. 


"Really..." Queen Ventarai trailed off for a second 
before she turned to me. "Echo, look at me." 


I looked at her, though I didn't meet her eyes, afraid 
She would think I was stupid just like everyone else. 


“Look me in the eye Echo." I flinched slightly and did 
as She said. She smiled and turned back to Jaylette, 
“she just listened to me and understood what I asked 
her, how do you explain that?" 


"I—I don't really know, your Majesty, I've never really 
been around her, she usually just keeps to herself, but 
Cloud says that she is able to learn small things, but 
She can't really think like us. Cloud said that when 
Echo was in her mother's belly still, she grew too fast 
for human part of her to develop, so it didn't, just the 
animal part." 


“What do you mean she grew too fast, how do you 
know that?" 


Jaolett interrupted, "That's what Cloud told us, she 
told everyone that, and that the gods decided it to be 


so, but they wouldn't tell her why..." 


"T see..." She trailed off again and this time the silence 
lasted a couple of minutes, during which I took the 
time to look around the house. The walls were 
covered in animal skins, and I noticed for the first 
time that there was a small hole in the wall behind 
me, only about a pace wide. It was shaped like a 
Square and strands of foreign silk hung in front of it, 
making it so that I could only see vague shapes 
through the thin pink fabric. 


"And this Cloud you speak of, I think—I think I've met 
her before... ah, yes, now I remember! It was fifteen 
summers ago today actually!" 


"If you don't mine me asking," Jaolett said 
respectfully, "What was fifteen summers ago?" 


The house bumped forward slightly as Jaolett finished 
the question, and I heard the sound of the horses 
starting to walk, I moved the pink silk gently out of 
the way and peered cautiously out the square 
opening, behind us all of the horses were starting to 
walk forward, bells jingling and doors shutting as 
people got in or out of the houses. Winan saw me 
looking, she was on her horse, and she waved. I 
smiled at her and waved back before pulling my head 
back in. 

The Queen was frowning slightly, starring off into the 
distance. "Your Majesty?" Jaolett asked uncertainly. 
Suddenly there was a called shout from outside, I 


poked my head out the window again and the Queen 
looked at the door. "Way!" she shouted and the horses 


that were pulling us slowed to a halt, their hooves 
pressing into the soft moist ground. 


Where are we? I thought to myself, looking around, I 
didn't recognize it. What's that? A little ways into the 
distance was a grey blur, torches were set up around 
it in a circle, as far as I could see, and they were 
burning brightly. In front of us, about only twenty 
paces away was a Slow moving river. It was about 
fifteen paces wide, but I couldn't tell how deep it was. 


“We've reached the River of The Stones M'lady!" a 
familiar man's voice called from the door, "You'll have 
to all take leave of the carriage if we're to make the 
crossing." 


The Queen stood and walked to the door and pulled it 
open to reveal Josen standing there, a strange staff 
clasped in one hand and a coil of rope in the other. 


As we watched, he bowed to Queen Ventarai held the 
staff out to her. It seemed to be made of bone and one 
end was sharpened to a point. The entire thing was 
almost as tall as me. 


“Thank you Josen, is everyone ready to make the 
crossing, all the animals for sale have been moved to 
the riverside?" she asked taking the bone staff from 
him. 

"Yes M'lady, they are being moved as we speak. Are 
you ready to make the crossing?" 


"Yes, Josen, I just need my water boots, fetch them for 
me will you?" 


"Yes, M'lady, right away." He hurried off, leaving the 
coil of rope lying in the grass. 


“What's the crossing?" Jaylette asked suddenly and 
his simple question seemed rude after Josen's 
carefully polite way of talking. 


The Queen turned around, "The crossing," she said 
while tying her long hair back with a piece of string, 
"is when we cross the River to get to the Circle, you 
three will be the first outsiders to see how we do it, 
now, if you'll come with me." 


She stepped out of the house and picked up the coil of 
rope. We stood and followed her. I was the last to 
jump down onto the soft grass, and I shut the door 
quietly behind me. 


Jaolett and Jaylette hadn't waited for me and I saw 
them running toward the river where a large group 
was gathering. 


I followed slowly, walking cautiously past the four 
horses that had been pulling our house, they didn't 
take any notice of me so I followed after Jaolett and 
Jaylette at a slow run, loving the feel of the long grass 
beneath my feet, so different from the dirt and moss 
that was in the forest. 


As I grew nearer to the group at the river, the wind 
picked up slightly, sending a wash of new scents 
toward me, the sweet smell of the river, the smells of 
wax perfumes melting in the sun mixed with the smell 
of sweat. I could smell the horses that some people 
had brought over with them. 


At last I reached the group, everyone was excited and 
I could see little kids chasing each other through the 
crowd, shouting and screaming until an adult shushed 


them. 


The children scowled in annoyance and one of them, a 
young girl with dark brown hair, looked around, 
before she lead her friends to the back of the group 
where there were less people. 


I watched in mild interest as they all seemed to argue 
—I couldn't understand the language they were 
speaking—but then they seemed to come to a 
decision. All of them sat down in a circle except for 
one boy that had blonde hair. Then he began walked 
around the circle, patting each of them on the head 
and repeating one word over again each time he did 
SO. 


He had walked around the circle three times so far, 
and the other kids were getting annoyed. Suddenly he 
Shouted a different word just as his hand touched the 
brown haired girl and he took off, running away from 
her as she chased him around the circle. 


The kids still sitting in the circle began to cheer as 
the boy neared the girl's vacant seat, but the girl was 
catching up to him an just as he was about to sit she 
tackled him, causing both of them to tumble to the 
ground in the midst of the circle. 


They both sat up, but they didn't notice the mud on 
their faces. Soon the entire group of children that had 
been sitting in the circle were rolling on the ground 
with mirth, pointing at the two whose faces were 
covered in mud. The girl held her hand up to her face, 
felt the mud and said something to the boy. 


The two looked at each other and let out savage cries 


before they scooped up mud off of the ground and 
began to pitch it at the others who were still laughing 
and didn't notice the assault till they too were 
covered with muck. 


Then the entire group of children was on their feet, 
screaming at each other and flinging mud at their 
friends' faces. 


I watched them for a minute, trying to hold back my 
laughter, but suddenly a stray ball of mud flew into 
my face, splattering mud into my hair and down my 
neck. The children's screams had stopped and when I 
opened my eyes they were all starring at me, their 
mouths dropped open in surprise. 


The brown haired girl ran forward and tugged on my 
sleeve, I looked down at her, mud dripping off my 
face, and she bit her lip before saying something in 
that language I couldn't understand. 


Suddenly I heard a shout behind me, and a second 
later a man ran forward, shaking his fist at the 
children. 


They fled across the field back toward the wheeled 
houses and he shouted angrily after them before he 
turned to me. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the 
children stop a few hundred paces away and turn to 
watch. 


"I'm so sorry, your Highness," he said in a surprisingly 
deep voice, his words were tinged with a strange 
accent, making the words uplift in strange places as if 
he were asking a question, "they're just children, they 
didn't realize who you are. They'll never do it again, 


I'll see to it that they're properly punished, please 
don't be offended." 


The man turned toward the children and shouted 
something at them furiously and one by one they 
trailed back toward us, dragging their feet in the 
grass and wiping the mud off their faces. 


Finally, they stood in front of us, all of them bunched 
up in a protective group. the man asked a question, 
none of them answered and he asked it again, louder. 


The brown haired girl stepped forward, wiping the 
last of the mud from her eyes and looking up at him in 
apprehension. He asked her something harshly and 
She answered in a quavering voice. 


The man turned back to me and said in an angry 
voice, "Maura here says she was the one that threw 
the mud at you. You may punish her as you wish, your 
Highness." 


He started to walk away before he seemed to 
remember something, "ah! How could I forget, you do 
not speak L'worasaw! Here, take this so that you can 
communicate with the children and any other person 
who does not speak your language, which, I fear are 
many of us." He said as he pulled something out of his 
pocket and handed it to me. 


I didn't look to see what it was because I was still 
watching him. 

Then he turned back to the girl, said something and 
marched back toward the river. 


Maura looked up at me, fear evident in her eyes. He'd 
obviously told her that I was going to punish her. 


I looked down at the thing that the man had placed in 
my hand and almost gasped in shock. It was a crystal 
exactly like the ones D'naal and I had found! This one 
was smaller though, and a small hole had been cut 
into it, and a red painted leather string had been 
stuck though it, making it into a necklace. 


Lifting the string with one hand, I examined it more 
closely. I held it up to the sun and saw a tiny rainbow 
reflected inside the purple crystal. I looked down at 
the girl and saw a similar red string around her neck, 
all of the children wore one of the crystals. 


Without taking time to wonder about the strangeness 
of it, I untied the string and put it around my neck 
before tying it again. 

Instantly soft voices filled my mind, and I saw the girl 
look up at me, directing her voice toward me. 


I'm sorry! her voice whispered, I heard the words 
from the language she had spoken earlier, but I could 
understand them because she sent the meaning 
through her mind. Jt was an accident! I swear! 
Please don't be angry with me! 

I'm not angry I said soothingly, J was having fun 
watching you and your friends play, you're not in 
trouble. It's okay. 

You really mean it? Again, the strange mixture of 
foreign words and understanding. You're really not 
mad at me? 

Yes, I'm really not mad at you. I smiled and she smiled 
back, your name's Maura right? 


Yes, your highness, that's my name. Maura smiled 


at me. 


That's a good name I think, I like it, my name's Echo, 
but you don't have to call my your highness or 
anything, you can just call me Echo. 


Are you sure? If we called the Queen by her 
name we'd be in lots of trouble. 


Yes, I'm sure. What was that game you were all 
playing before? the one where you chased each 
other? 


Maura frowned. You've never played Duck-Duck- 
Goose before? 


Duck-Duck-Goose? I asked, no, I've never played it 
before, is it fun? 


Maura's answer was energetic, Yeah! It's lots and 
lots of fun! You wanna play with us? 


I laughed, J don't think it would be very fair if I 
played, I'm too big. 

Suddenly one of Maura's friends came over, the boy 
with the blonde hair. He too had a crystal around his 
neck. How comes you don't use the same words 
as us? I can hear you saying them, and I can 
understand them, but I don't know what they 
mean. My name's Nadie, by the way. 


I'm not one of your people, I'm an Aloria. Do you 
know what that is? 

I think so, aren't you part cat? But where's your 
tail? He asked starring at me, and your ears, 
shouldn't they be bigger? 


I laughed again, /'m not part cat I turn into one. We 


all can. 


This caught all of the children's attention and they 
started jumping up and down in excitement. Their 
mental voices all asking the same thing: Can we see? 


I smiled, okay, but stand back, and don't blink or 
you'll miss it! The children all backed away, huge 
smiles plastered on their faces. 


I made sure I wasn't too close to anybody before I 
changed and just to make sure I didn't scare anyone, I 
moved farther toward the forest and the kids followed 
me at a short distance till I stopped. 


I smiled at them, again before I shifted into my other 
form in an instant. My white fur seemed to glow in 
the bright sunlight, and my eyes adjusted 
automatically so that it wasn't too bright for theses 
extra-keen senses. 


I saw the children starring at me, some of them were 
even shaking in excitement as I began to walk toward 
them, walking as gracefully as I could, just to show 
off. Maura began clapping in her excitement. 


I stopped when I was just in front of them and they all 
rushed forward, petting my head and commenting on 
how beautiful I was through their thoughts. 


Maura scratched my neck, just behind my ears and I 
purred. They all giggled and Nadie suggested that we 
play a new game. Lets play Catch the Kids! He 
exclaimed in his thoughts, you chase us and we run 
away! It'll be fun! 


I thought about it for a few seconds before I said, 
maybe, but you should ask one of your parents first so 


they don't really think I'm chasing you. 


Maura frowned. That's probably a good idea, if I 
was a mommy and I saw my kids being chased by 
you I'd be scared, ‘cause you kinda look scary, I 
don't mean that as mean though, you're so 
pretty! 

Go ask your parents first and then we'll play, how 
about that? I asked and they all quickly agreed before 
running off to find their parents. 


As I waited for them to come back, I looked around, 
nothing much seemed to be happening with the group 
at the river, they were all just standing there, and I 
couldn't tell where Jaolett and Jaylette had gotten to. 


I sat down and licked my paw and rubbed it on my 
head, trying to get the mud off, that didn't work so I 
twisted my head around and nibbled at the fur on my 
back. Then I tasted the disgusting flavor of the mud 
and I stopped. 


I would just was it off in the river, it tasted too gross 
to do it normally. 


Suddenly the crowd in front of me grew more excited 
and I saw a man in a red cape that was similar to 
Queen Ventarai's walking toward us from the long 
train of houses. 


I heard light footsteps coming toward me and I turned 
at saw Maura running toward me, holding a woman's 
hand and pointing at me with a smile on her face. 


Maura stopped when she was in front of me and said 
to the woman, "This is Echo, she's my friend anda 
princess!" 


It was strange though, because she was still talking in 
her language but I could understand the words even 
though she wasn't thinking them at me. 


The woman took no notice of me though, she was 
starring at the man with the red cape and suddenly 
She knelt down, whispering to Maura as she did so, 
“Maura, kneel down, King Malmon is coming!" 


Maura looked up, spotted the man and instantly knelt, 
"Sorry Mommy, I didn't see him." she whispered. 


I remained standing, not sure what to do. 


Echo, Maura thought to me, you're supposed to 
kneel, that's our king, Malmon! 


I crouched down just as the man walked past us. He 
glanced at me and I met his gaze, his eyes were a 
pure green, and there were laugh lines around his 
mouth. Unlike the Queen, he wore clothes that were 
not so different from what the others were wearing, 
legging made from animal skin and a simple light 
shirt made from woven grass, probably because of the 
hot weather. 


In one hand he held a staff, just like the one that 
Josen had given to the queen, but this one had been 
painted black. 


He moved through the crowd, they parted to make a 
path for him and I saw that Queen Ventarai stood at 
the riverside, waiting for him, the white bone staff 
held in her hands. 


Kind Malmon moved to her side and embraced her 
before he moved next to her and raised the black 
bone staff into the air, just as she did the same with 


the white one. 

And they both cried out as one, "Let the crossing 
begin!" 

End of Chapter Ten. 


Chapter 11: Chapter XI 


Chapter XI 
Echo PoV 


All around me the crowd erupted into cheers, and I 
watched as the King lifted the black bone staff above 
his head and smashed it down into the ground so 
deep that only half of the bone was visible. 


People cheered again and someone threw a coil of 
rope to the king. He deftly caught it in mid air then 
tied it around the black bone staff. He handed the rest 
of the rope to the Queen and she smiled before with 
great ceremony, she leapt into the river. 


She swam slowly across, and, guessing from the way 
She was swimming, the water was very, very deep. 


When she reached the other side she pushed the 
white bone staff deep into the ground as the king had 
with the black counterpart. 


Then she tied the rope around it tightly so that it was 
taught across the river. She raised her hand above 
her head and several people jumped into the river, 
each of them holding a red bone staff. These they 
pushed down into the water, into the soil underneath, 


then piled rocks against them to make them stand 
upright. 

Once each of them was done this someone from the 
shore tossed them a rope that was tied to the black 
bone staff. While they were doing this, people were 
also tossing more ropes to Queen Ventarai and these 
ones were tied to blue bones that the people had 
stuck into the ground in a line around the black bone. 


After a few minutes of people tossing ropes to each 
other and tying them, what they were making began 
to take shape. 


The mesh of ropes were crisscrossing each other so 
many times that they began to form a solid surface 
above the water. When they had finished, the bridge 
was at least ten paces wide, more than enough space 
for one of the houses to go across, and strong enough 
that many people could stand on it at once without it 
even Sagging. 


I could tell because all of the children had run across 
it once the adults had moved out of the way to bring 
the houses forward, and were now jumping up and 
down as the King and Queen watched, laughter 
lighting up their regal faces. 


Echo! | heard Nadie shout mentally, come play with 
us on the ropes! 


I laughed and ran forward, warm mud splashing up 
from the ground and hitting my chest, staining the fur 
brown. More that I'd have to clean off. 


Most of the crowd had dispersed back toward the 
houses and I could hear them getting the horses to 


move forward, they were going to cross with the 
houses first then bring the other things for trade 
across last. 


I walked slowly across the rope bridge to the other 
side, taking my time, feeling the strange walkway 
shifting only slightly under my weight and yet 
showing no sign that it was in danger of collapsing. 


I paused in the middle, looking down at the water on 
the side. A small school of minnows were floating just 
below the surface under my shadow. Their skin was a 
greenish grey, with a single red stripe going from the 
eye to the tailfin, and there was an ice blue ring 
around the eyes. 


Memories stirred in the back of my mind, impossible 
memories; a dim white shadow smiling at me from 
somewhere outside, eyes the color of the winter sky. 


Echo! Come play with us! I told my mommy and 
she says we can play as long as we don't get in 
the way of the carriages! Maura's mental voice 
called out to me from the grass on the other side, and 
I jumped slightly, surprised. 

C'mon Echo! Let's play! 

Behind me I could hear the horse-drawn carriages 
getting closer. 


I'm coming! | answered before I ran forward and onto 
the slightly damp grass, leaving the frightening 
horses behind. 


Why are you afraid of the horses? Maura asked 
when I had caught up to her, she and her friends were 
all sitting in the grass a long ways away from the 


river so that they weren't in the way. Maura's mother 
stood a few feet away, she was going to watch them to 
make sure they didn't get into any trouble, or offend 
me or anything. I heard this from Maura's thoughts. 


Why are they all so worried about offending me? I 
asked them, and a girl with red hair, named Nayra, 
answered. She was one of the oldest of the assembled 
group. She had just turned seven only a few moons 
ago and she was very proud of the fact. 


~It's because you're a princess, I think your people 
call them Aklans...~ Nayra trailed off, then said ina 
louder voice, ~Yeah, that's the right word. You're an 
Aklan so they don't want to get you angry so that your 
mommy gets angry with our King and Queen, cause if 
that happened we'd all get in trouble and we all might 
not be friends with the Aloria anymores. That's why 
Deyten got so mad when we got mud in your hair and 
why he yelled at Maura. ~ 


Well even if I did get angry, my mother wouldn't do 
anything about it, I'd have no way to tell her. 


What you mean Echo? Nadie asked, doesn't your 
mommy speak the same language as you? 

I laughed at the question, if you looked at that way it 
was kinda true... No, she speaks the same language, 
but it's just that I can't talk, I don't know why. 


My answer just confused them all, what do you mean 
you can't talk? We can hear you talking right now! 
They all said in one form or another. 


I sighed and said, I can talk using these crystal 
things, but I can't talk out loud like you all can. My 


mother doesn't think I'm smart. 


Why doesn't she think you're not smart? Just because 
you can't talk? 


Yes, and the fact that our Healer, Cloud, told everyone 
that the gods, Yendemii and Caersiph, they told her 
on the night I was born that I wouldn't be like the 
others... I trailed off, noticing how quiet they were all 
becoming, then said in an excited voice, but that 
doesn't matter, who wants to play Catch The Kids 
now! 


That worked, and they all started yelling and giggling, 
me! Let's play! 

Okay, I said crouching down as if I were whispering 
into their ears, I'm going to count to one hundred, 
and while I'm counting you all run away and when I'm 
done I'll try to catch you okay? 


Okay! Run! They all screamed and Maura's mother 
watched as they all ran in different directions. "Don't 
go near the forest!" she shouted after them and the 
few that had been going in that direction turned and 
followed their friends a different way. 


One, two, three, four, | counted in my head, ... nine, 
ten, one two three... since I couldn't count much 
higher than ten, I was going to count to ten ten times 
in a row. I knew that that would be equal one hundred 
because my grandmother Grandma had tried to teach 
me to count when I was five. 


We had been sitting on the Highrock—most of the 
other people had gone out to hunt, and she had puta 
bunch of little twigs in front of me and was pointing 


at them, 


“How many twigs are there now Echo?" she asked as 
She took some away. I had held up two fingers and she 
smiled an clapped her hands, making cooing noises, 
which had made me giggle "Very good! That's right! 
Good girl Echo!" 


Then Cloud had jumped to the top of the Highrock, 
She had been in her clouded leopard form and she 
told Grandma in her strange soft cat voice it was a 
waste of time and not to bother trying to teach me 
anything. 

I remember the glare Grandma had given Cloud when 
She said that, but Cloud had ignored it. A terrible 
fight had ensued. 


Grandma started shouting that Cloud was lying, that 
my father Jalkuo—who I had never known—had come 
to Grandma in Her dreams and told her that I was just 
as Smart as everyone. 


Then Cloud had snarled and they had gotten into a 
real fight, Grandma looking terrifying in her snow 
leopard form, her fur grey with age and her green 
eyes fierce as she snarled at Cloud. She was attacking 
Cloud and Cloud was screaming for help, yelling that 
Grandma had gone mad. But of course there was no 
one there to hear her and Cloud ran away with 
Grandma glaring after her till she disappeared into 
the forest. 

I remember that I had started to cry, and Grandma 


had held me rocking me back and forth till I had 
calmed. "Shhh, shhh, it's okay Echo, it's okay." She 


cooed. 


Echo! Come chase us now! Nadie suddenly 
shouted, Yeah! C'mon! Maura shouted. 


I shook my head to clear it and began to run after 
Nadie, he screamed in joy and ran away, and I was 
careful to make it look like I was running as fast as I 
could while keeping a few paces behind him, as if he 
were running faster than me. 


After about an hour of chasing each of them, with 
many breaks to rest, I heard a horn and turned 
toward the noise, curious. 


All of the houses had gotten across the ropes faster 
than I had imagined possible, and they were all lined 
up facing the forest. The horn was blown again and 
Maura and Nayra and Nadie and their friends all ran 
toward the houses. C'mon Echo! 


I followed after them. When we got to the line of 
carriages they waved farewell and went to find their 
parents. I heard someone call my name and I turned 
to see Josen jogging toward me. 


"Echo! There you are! The Queen requests that you 
follow me to a special carriage, though she will not be 
traveling with you, she is having a meeting with her 
advisors, but she hopes that you enjoy it. follow me." 


I followed him and he led me to the third carriage in 
line. He opened the door and then bowed to me, 
“There is a bed, you must be tired, I saw you playing 
with the children. They must like you." He smiled 
then continued, " Feel free to sleep, someone will 
wake you when we arrive at your camp." and then he 


left. I watched him for a few seconds before I 
ascended the wooden steps. 


This carriage was smaller than the first, but it was 
still larger than the rest. The floor in here was 
carpeted with fur as had the other one been, and in 
the corner of the room was a wooden bed piled high 
with soft furs. 


I moved toward the bed and sat down at the edge. 


As my eyes took in the inviting warmth, I realized 
suddenly how tired I was. I yawned and I sank slowly 
backwards into the softness, and the instant my head 
hit the pillow made of feathers, I fell asleep. 


BANG. BANG. BANG. 


My eyes snapped open from the dream that I couldn't 
remember, not quite sure what had awoken me. After 
a minute I settled back down into the soft furry 
warmth and was about to slip back into the dream, 
my thoughts blurring back into the swirl of colors. 


BANG. BANG. BANG. 
I sat up, startled into awareness. 
BANG. BANG. BANG. 


The noise came again, and I realized that it was 
someone rapping their fist on the wooden door to the 
house, no, carriage—what a strange name. 


“Your Highness?" it was an unfamiliar voice that I 
heard at the door, a woman. "Are you there? We've 
reached your camp and the Alkkas is waiting for 
you..." the voice trailed off. I stood and walked to the 
door and pulled it open just as the woman asked, 


"Aklan? Oh, there you are." She smiled uncertainly 
and bowed. 


“Your Highness Aklan," she said respectfully, "as I 
said before, we have reached your clan's camp, the 
Alkkas and Alkkar are waiting for you at the err— 
Highrock." She said stumbling before the bizarre 
name. 


I nodded and she asked if I wanted her to accompany 
me, to which I shook my head. She bowed once again, 
and walked away. I followed her with my eyes and 
Saw that she was walking toward a large green tent 
that was being set up. 


I stepped out of the carriage onto the ground and 
began to look around. I was obviously at the camp, 
because I recognized the forest, and the familiar 
scents engulfed my senses, the delicious smell of 
cooking meat, the earthy smell of our caves and the 
familiar scent of other Aloria. 


The carriage I had been sleeping in had been stopped 
just north of the camp, and I saw that the horses that 
had been pulling it had been unhooked from the 
carriage and were tethered to a nearby tree. 


I walked around the carriage, feeling the grass give 
way to dirt as I came around the other side to face the 
encampment. People were bustling about, carrying 
baskets of fruit and other foods from their caves and 
taking them into a large tent where they set them 
onto mats that had been laid on top of the ground. 


I turned my head and looked at the Highrock and 
surely enough my mother stood there, Fang at her 


side. They were facing the opposite way, their backs 
to me. I saw that Cloud stood on the ground, speaking 
to them in an urgent voice, her head held backwards 
to look up at them. 


I ran toward them happily, no matter what she 
thought Reah was still my mother. 


She spun around at the sound of my steps, her face 
lined with worry. Her face lit up with a smile when 
she saw me and she ran toward the edge of the rock 
and leapt down, not even flinching at her feet it the 
ground before she ran toward me, her arms held open 
wide to hug me. 


"Echo!" she cried as she embraced me, "I'm so glad 
your Okay! Cloud said that Galra and she had gotten 
separated from you and the others! I was so worried!" 
She held me at arms length, examining me anxiously, 
"Are you Okay?" she didn't really expect an answer. 
After finding no fault, she hugged me tightly. 


Fang walked up behind her, smiling. "I'm so glad she's 
okay." He said to my mother. She released me and 
turned to flash a smile at him. "Thank you Fang, I 
don't know what I would have done if she'd been 
hurt." 


Fang nodded and said, "We should tell Fell, you know 
how he's been sick with worry since Cloud and Galra 
came back without her." 


He turned away, toward a large cave, the one that the 
kids slept in, and called out Fell's name. 


No one answered and he called again, growing 
impatient. A twig snapped in the forest and a few 


seconds later Fell walked out in his mountain lion 
form, his dark brown fur full of leaves and twigs. a 
dead rabbit hanging from his mouth. 


He looked at Fang expectantly, one eyebrow raised, 
not noticing me till Fang smiled and inclined his head 
to where I stood. 


The rabbit dropped from Fell's mouth and he starred 
at me for a second before he rushed forward and 
tackled me to the ground. I laughed as he began to 
lick my face, an audible purr rumbling in his chest. 


My mother didn't seem to think it so amusing, "Fell! 
Stop you might hurt her! She hurt her ribs 
remember!" she shouted at him. 


He immediately leapt off me and to the side and bent 
over me so that his head was just inches from my 
own. His grey eyes were wide with worry as he 
starred at my face anxiously. I smiled up at him 
mischievously and punched him playfully in the nose. 
He leapt back in surprise then smiled as I shifted into 
my cheetah form and rolled quickly to my feet. 


I ran toward him and rubbed my forehead against his. 
He purred and I smiled and nipped his shoulder 
before I leapt back teasingly and got down on my 
forepaws, waggling my tail, a playful growl rumbling 
in my throat. 

Come and get me brother! 

My mother sighed and Fang laughed quietly, "Kids 
will be kids, let them play, Echo seems fine; maybe 
the Traders healed her." He said as Fell rushed 
toward me. 


I dodged out of the way and almost knocked into a 
Trader that was walking past. "Hey!" he shouted as 
he darted out of my path. 


My mother stepped forward, waving her arms at us, 
"Don't do that here! You'll hit someone! Go into the 
forest and play, or better yet, go hunting! We'll need 
more meat for the feast." She said to Fell. 


He nodded and nodded me towards the forest before 
he shifted into his human form. "Wait here, I'll go see 
if Annos and Bralexa* want to come." He said before 
he turned and ran to the large cave where the kids 
Slept. *(Brey-lex-uh) 


A few moments later he ran back out with Annos and 
Bralexa following him. Annos and Bralexa were Fell's 
best friends; they had been from the moment they 

had been put in the same cave when we were all kids. 


I liked them; they were always nice to me, but not like 
how everyone else was, they treated me like I was one 
of them. 


Bralexa saw me first, and a wide smile broke out on 
his face, only one of his hazel eyes visible behind his 
black-almost-blue hair. "Echo!" he shouted, running 
forward with Annos quick to follow, her red hair 
streaming out behind her in the wind. 


They both embraced me, saying how much they had 
been worried about me and that they were glad I was 
okay. After a few minutes of this, Fell suggested that 
we head out, because the sun was going to go down 
in a few hours and they didn't want to miss the 
celebration. 


We set out after Annos and Bralexa had both changed 
into their other forms, Bralexa was a Caracal and 
Annos was a lynx with beautiful reddish brown fur 
and pale green eyes. 


They decided that we would all split up and catch 
anything we could find; rabbits, squirrels, birds, then 
we would skin them when we got back to the camp 
and sell the skins to the Traders and cook the meat 
for the feast. 


Fell and Bralexa were going to hunt together, and I 
would be with Annos because we were both the 
fastest, and we could both climb trees. 


We watched as Bralexa and Fell padded off to hunt. 
Annos and I went the opposite direction. 


For the next few hours, all we did was hunt, both in 
the trees and on the ground. 


Everytime we caught something we would burry it so 
that other predators didn't find it before we could 
come back for it later. 


We stopped when the sun was starting to set. On our 
way back to the place where we had all agreed to 
meet, Annos and I collected our kills from their hiding 
places and carried them in a sack that Annos had 
brought with her. 


When we reached the meeting spot, a small clearing 
with a large oak tree in the middle, it was empty, so 

we Sat down and leaned against the tree to wait for 

the others. 


We had been sitting there for about half an hour when 
something changed. I had been starring up into the 


branches of the tree, daydreaming. Then the 
branches began to sway. There was no wind. 


I stood up, my every sense tingling with adrenaline. 
Annos had fallen asleep against the tree. I gently 
Shook her shoulder till she woke up, then I pointed 
up. She looked confused for a second, then she 
quickly got to her feet; she had noticed that there was 
no wind, the branches couldn't be moving. 


She held a finger to her lips—like there was any need 
—and looked around the clearing warily, her eyes 
slitted as she turned her head slowly, examining every 
detail. 


A leaf fluttered to the ground and landed in front of 
me. We both looked up. 


Nothing. 


A twig snapped in the forest. I growled slightly and I 
stared hard at the spot where the sound had come 
from. 


Suddenly something covered in fur came flying 
through the air toward me, I cried out and threw 
myself to the ground, just in time, and it soared over 
me. Annos wasn't so lucky and the thing hit her in the 
face. She screamed in fear. I turned and saw the 
blood running down her face and something on her 
head. I think I screamed too. 


Annos screamed again and threw the thing on the 
ground where it lay limp. I couldn't hear a heartbeat. 
Then I realized that the thing was a dead rabbit, and 
the blood on Annos's face was rabbit blood, not her 
own as [| had originally thought. 


She growled through her teeth. "You two are dead!" 
She roared at the forest. 


Laughter erupted from my right and Fell and Bralexa 
stumbled forward, clutching their stomachs, tears 
running down their faces as they laughed. 

"It—it was his idea!" Bralexa choked out, unable to 
control his laughter, "You should have seen the look 
on your faces!" He said pointing at my twin, who had 
fallen the ground with laughter. 

I heard Annos growl, then she roared as she shifted 
into her lynx form "Fell!" 


End of Chapter Eleven. 


Chapter 12: Chapter XII 


Chapter XII 
Bralexa PoV 


Annos's shout rang out through the forest even as she 
changed into her lynx form and her paws hit the 
ground and a new roar ripped itself out of her throat 
as she charged at Fell. The dead rabbit's eyes were 
staring into the sky from where it had landed. Its 
blood almost invisible against Annos's reddish brown 
fur. 


As I watched, Fell let out a shout of fear as he saw her 
coming toward him and in an instant he had shifted 
into his mountain lion form and as soon as his paws 
hit the ground he took off into the forest, his oddly 


colored fur sparkling in the evanescent light of the 
setting sun. 


I took a deep calming breath, trying to contain my 
laughter before I got a headache. 


When I had calmed down enough to breathe normally, 
I walked over to where the dead rabbit still lay on the 
ground, crouched down, and picked it up. I was about 
to stand and look for the sack that Annos had had 
with her when we found them when it was dropped at 
my feet. 


I fell backwards in surprise and almost cried out 
before I saw Echo. 


She was standing there, looking at me with an 
apologetic expression on her face, her pretty blue 
eyes wide with what I assumed was concern. 


"Oh!" I said, "Echo, it's only you! You really scared me 
there, don't do that again!" I laughed good-naturedly 
to show her that I wasn't really angry. 


“C'mon, we'd better start heading back, the sun's 
getting pretty low." I said as I held a hand up to her, 
"here, help me up." 


She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. I 
brushed the dust off my legs and threw the rabbit in 
to the sack before I tied it shut with the string and 
hefted it up onto my shoulder. 


I looked at Echo, "hey, the bag with mine and Fell's 
stuff in it is in the bushes back there, can you get it? 
I'll carry this one, it's heavier." She nodded and 
crouched down by the bushes to retrieve the bag. 


Once she had picked it up and tied it shut, I said, 
"Ready?" and she nodded. "Do you want to walk back 
in human or as cats?" I asked. "Nod once for human, 
twice for cats." She nodded twice. I smiled. "Okay, 
let's go, ladies first." I said gesturing to the way that 
Annos and Fell had gone with a dramatic sweep of my 
hand. 


She smiled tentatively at me, then carefully set down 
the bag and shifted into her cheetah form. As always, 
the pure whiteness of her fur always amazed me, we 
had never been able to figure out why her fur was 
white. 


When we had asked Cloud about it once, she said it 
was because her father, and grandmother had been 
snow leopards, and because Echo's great-great-great- 
great-great-great-grandfather had been a cheetah. A 
form could be passed down through many, many 
generations, maybe not appearing for two or three 
before it emerged again. 


[(Trust me, I counted all the greats, and now the 
word looks weird from typing it so much! It 
looks like it should say greets... anyways I'll 
include a mini tree later in the bottom A/N to 
show you.) |] 


I did the same, shifting into my caracal form and 
picking up Annos's bag before I followed Echo into 
the forest. 


We weren't that far away from camp, and wasn't too 
long before I began to hear the familiar sounds of 
home. 


I heard my father, Jaxto; he was speaking to someone, 
probably a Trader by the sound of it, though I couldn't 
make out the words. 


I could also hear the heartbeat of the Traders' horses. 
I quickened my pace; I loved horses, and I was hoping 
that someday I would be able to buy one from the 
Traders. My parents didn't approve though; the 
Traders only sold their horses for very high prices, 
and my mother always told me that we didn't 
needthem like the Lyetta or humans did. We could 
change into an animal that was almost as fast, or 
faster than a horse so there wasn't any real reason to 
ride one. 


But that's not the point, I would always counter; 
You're supposed to ride them not because you have 
to, but because you want to! Imagine! Racing through 
the forests, and without having your feet ever touch 
the ground! 


Echo and I entered the clearing surrounding the 
camp at the same time, jumping over and through the 
thin borderline of ferns and shrubs that grew around 
it. 

I looked around. We were a little ways away from the 
main camp where the caves were. The Highrock filled 
the sky in the west, where the sun's light was just 
sinking below the horizon, the clouds turning a dark 
purple color. 

We stood close to where the Traders were setting up 


their tents. They would be sleeping in them until they 
left, which would be about seven days from now. 


During that time, the Traders would set up their spots 
at the Stone Circle and everyday we would travel 
there with them to trade with them and the Nas'yll, 
then we would come back here at night, except for 
tonight because of the Celebration. 10/19/10 The 
Celebration lasted all night long. 


A man leading a horse by the reins walked past us, 
only about two paces away, so Close that I could feel 
the heat coming off of the horse's skin. Its saddle was 
loaded with skins and furs. Some had been dyed 
bright colors, purple, green, blue, and red, and others 
had been left their natural hue. 


The man waved at us and I waved back, still looking 
in admiration at the horse, it was a mare and its coat 
was smooth, the color of sand, its mane was cream, 
almost white, and her large brown eye seemed to 
focus right on me as she was lead past. I smiled and 
looked at Echo, wanting to see her reaction, I didn't 
think she'd ever seen a horse before, and if she had, 
atleast not this close. 


Her expression shocked me; she was starring at it, 
her sapphire eyes wide and her face white and she 
was biting her bottom lip, she was afraid. 


"Echo?" I said and she looked at me, "Echo are you 
afraid of horses?" I asked, wondering why she would 
be afraid, she nodded. 


“Why are you afraid of them? They won't hurt you," I 
said, and at that moment a Lyetta kid saw us and 
waved, "Hey! Echo, there you are!" he shouted 
running over, his dark green cloak flaring out behind 


him. 

He stopped in front of us and bowed low to Echo. I 
raised an eyebrow in surprise; no one ever showed 
her respect like that, unless they were joking, and it 
didn't look like he was. "Who're you?" I asked. 


He stood up straight and flashed a smile to Echo, 
which she returned, before he finally turned to me. 
“My name is Kardo," he said. 


"Hello Kardo." I said. 


He nodded, "I and my sister Winan were the ones that 
found Echo and Jaolett and Jaylette in the woods. The 
Halaku left when it heard us coming, but it had 
already chased them up a tree. I trust you know about 
Halakus?" he said and I nodded so he 
continued,alaku?"g "When we got there the beast 
attempted to attack me while I was on my horse, 
Salyfis." 


“What happened?" I asked, obviously he was fine, but 
how? I only knew about Halaku from stories that were 
told at the Celebration, but I knew than no one person 
had ever been able to kill one without assistance. 


"Salyfis managed to kill it before it could do any harm 
though, so don't worry, but I think that's why Echo's 
scared of them. I'm one of the Hunters, so Salyfis has 
been trained from a colt to defend herself and I from 
any attacking animals. She also has had /aytusu (Lay- 
too-sue) fitted to her hooves." 

I nodded, "That must be why Echo's afraid of them," I 
turned to her. She was watching us talk with mild 
interest. "Is that why you're scared of them?" I asked 


and she nodded, her face turning slightly red. 


Kardo immediately exclaimed, "oh no, Princess, do 
not fear them, Salyfis was defending me, she would 
never hurt you! None of the horses would! Here," he 
turned and whistled. At once a horse trotted over, its 
coat was dark brown and its mane was a lighter tan, 
beads and other small things like feathers had been 
braided in with red pieces of thread. Its tail was long 
and black. 


"Here," Kardo said again, "Princess, I'd like you to 
meet my Salyfis, I promise she won't harm you. Go 
on," he encouraged gently, " you can touch her if you 
like." 


Echo hesitated and looked at Kardo before she 
tentatively reached her hand to the horses face, very 
very Slowly. Salyfis just looked at her, a soft 
expression in her large black eyes, as if she knew that 
Echo was afraid of her and didn't want to startle her. 
As Echo's fingertips brushed Salyfis's face the horse 
closed her eyes and nuzzled Echo's hand. Echo smiled 
uncertainly. 


Suddenly there came a roared shout from across the 
camp, Echo, startled, jerked back without thinking, 
this startled Salyfis and she pawed at the ground with 
her hoof and tossed her mane, snorting. Kardo 
instantly moved to comfort her. (Sorry, I don't know 
horse behavior that well, and since I have no 
internet I can't check! Oh woe is me!) 


I looked toward the sound of the commotion, a large 
group of people was gathering around the Highrock, 


and I saw that Cloud, and the Alkkas and Alkkis 
(Reah and Fang, incase you forgot) stood atop it, 
and that the Alkkis was holding the prisoner, I still 
didn't know his name, by his hair. The shout came 
again; it was the Alkkis, calling for everyone to please 
gather around. 


"C'mon," I said turning to Echo, she was already 
gone, running toward the Highrock, weaving and 
pushing through the crowd so that she stood right in 
the front, she neck craned to look up at the four 
figures. 


"Well she seems excited," I said to Kardo, he nodded 
and we both walked toward the crowd. Kardo 
instructed Salyfis to go to the stables and she trotted 
off toward the forest where a bunch of other horses 
were grazing where a big black and white flag had 
been stuck in the ground. 


10/20/10 Kardo looked at me as we drew near to the 
crowd, "Bralexa," he said slowly, "Is it a custom 
among your people that the Aklan doesn't speak? I 
haven't heard Echo say one word aloud since I met 
her, and no one seems to find it strange." 


I looked at him, my head tilted slightly to the side in 
confusion, "What do you mean aloud? Is there any 
other way to talk?" 


Kardo looked a little taken-aback, "Why, of course! 
Haven't you ever heard of the great Shaman Saykala? 
You've never heard of the Saykala crystals?" 


"No..." I said repeating the unfamiliar name in my 
head, say-cal-uh... "Wait," I interrupted, "that kind of 


sounds familiar, did the Teller ever mention them 
during the Celebration?" 


“Only a few times, when I was little, but every Lyetta 
knows the legend of Saykala, I can tell you if you like, 
after your leaders are done with their announcement 
of course." He nodded to the Highrock where the four 
people were waiting for silence. 


"Wait!" I said, "you said something about Echo then 
—" | began, but was interrupted as I heard someone 
shift. I looked at the rock, the Alkkis had changed into 
his tiger form, Galra, Larsa and Loe's father was 
restraining the prisoner, though I hadn't seen him 
climb up. The Alkkis growled, some people were still 
talking, and when they continued to ignore him, he let 
out an angry roar, demanding their attention. It 
worked; everyone stared up at them in expectance. 


Fang nodded his tiger head to the Alkkas and she 

stepped forward while he stood back and changed 
back into his human form. The Alkkas cleared her 
throat and addressed the assembled crowd. 


"Fellow Aloria and guests, I welcome you all to the 
night of the Celebration," here saying, she glanced to 
the west where the sun had sunk completely below 
the horizon before she smiled and looked down at us 
all, "another year has passed since we last met, old 
friends become once again acquainted, and new 
friendships are forming as we speak." 


I think I saw her glance at someone in the front of the 
crowd, Echo, I assumed, but I saw Echo glance 
around as if she too wondered who the Alkkas was 


looking at. 


“Our Healer," Reah motioned Cloud forward, " has an 
announcement she would like to make." She stepped 
back and Cloud came forward and I noticed for the 
first time how gaunt her face looked, there were bags 
under her eyes and her brown eyes seemed defeated. 


What's happened? 1 wondered with alarm, what's 
wrong with Cloud? Is she sick? 


Cloud said something to herself and stepped forward, 
toward the edge of the Highrock and looked down at 
Echo who was staring up at her. 


"Tam pleased to announce that Echo, our Aklan, was 
healed by the gods! She was not able to get to the 
Well Spring, but her wounds are healed! Before she 
left her ribs were broken and, Jaolett, daughter of Kar 
and Adro, has informed me that a Halaku attacked 
Echo and when Jaolett went to clean the wound, it 
was gone! Healed by the gods! Tonight must be a 
night of merrymaking and fun, for the gods are with 
us!" cheers and screams met the end of her small 
speech and I saw many people looking at and some 
even hugging Echo, she looked uncomfortable but no 
one seemed to notice. 


She turned to the Alkkas and nodded her head and 
stepped back and went behind the other three so that 
She could climb down the small stone steps on the 
other side. 


I watched her descend and go into her cave before my 
attention flickered back to the Highrock, the Alkkas 
was waiting patiently for her people to quiet down, 


finally, they seemed to realize this and they stopped 
talking, though some still looked curiously at Echo. 


The Alkkas cleared her throat again and I wondered if 
she had a cold, then she smiled, and addressed 
everyone, "we will begin traveling to the Stone Circle 
as soon as everyone is ready—" she was Cut off 
suddenly as someone in the crowd shouted loudly, 
“we're all ready!" to which everyone nodded their 
heads and murmured in agreement. 


"Well," the Alkkas said, "it seems you're all anxious to 
go?" she smiled as she said it and everyone cheered 
before she motioned for silence by holding her hands 
up in front of her, and this time she looked toward the 
back of the group and to the right where most of the 
Lyetta stood. "Are our guests ready as well?" she 
asked politely and a tall woman with a dark blue cape 
and braided hair stepped forward, "we are ready 
when you are." She said and bowed to the Alkkas who 
bowed back respectfully. 


"Very well then," she said, "let us go!" then she leapt 
down into the crowd, landing lithely on her feet and 
the Alkkar followed while Larsa's father escorted the 
prisoner down the back steps. 


Immediately Echo pushed through the dispersing 
crowd that had begun to wander toward the forest 
and ran around the Highrock to where Larsa's father 
had descended. I saw her look around in confusion 
before her mother walked over to her and drew her 
away toward the forest. Echo followed grudgingly, 
still scanning the clearing for the white haired boy. 


“Hey Kardo!" I heard someone shout joyfully, and I 
turned around to see a young man, only a few years 
older than I, running toward us, a red headband 
wrapped around his head and a dark purple cloak that 
was almost invisible in the twilight wrapped around 
his shoulders, "There you are! I've been looking for 
you everywhere!" 


"Josen!" Kardo said with a smile and embraced him 
before he drew back and kissed him quickly on the 
mouth before he turned to me, a big smile on his face. 
“This is Josen," he said, "he and I—" he said but was 
interrupted as Annos ran up to me and shoved me so 
hard that I actually fell to the ground. 


Her eyes widened for a few seconds, then she burst 
out laughing and darted forward to sit on me before I 
could stand up. 


She slapped me in the back of the head, not so hard 
that it really hurt, but hard enough that it stung just a 
little. "If you or Fell ever do that again, I wil/ kill you. 
Understood?" she said in a low whisper, her pale 
emerald eyes narrowed and flashing. 


"Okay, okay!" I yelled angrily, "Now get off me!" 
Josen and Kardo were watching us in politely 
bemused silence. 


"Make me!" she while waved to Kardo and Josen, "Hi, 
don't mine me, I'm Annos, Bralexa's friend, just 
getting revenge here, he and Fell threw a dead rabbit 
at me earlier! So, who're you?" 


“Annos!" I exclaimed exasperated by her lack of 
politeness, "Don't be so rude!" 


“Annos! Get off of him this instant!" This time it was 
Annos's mother, Hyteln, (Hey-tell-n [two syllables]) 
who shouted at her, she was walking toward us with 
the help of H'ross, her mate and Annos's father. 


“But Mother!" she whined, glaring at me as I stood up 
and dusted off my legs, "Bray threw a dead rabbit at 
me!" 


"I don't care!" she exclaimed, "Can't you even show a 
little respect? The Lyetta are our guests, and I wont 
have you being so rude! I hope this baby doesn't grow 
up to be like you." Hyteln was furious but she didn't 
really mean it, I knew, she loved Annos. 


“Yes mother." Annos said, patient with her mother's 
fury, and she watched as Hyteln and H'ross walked 

away toward the forest. H'ross left his mate waiting 
by the tree and jogged back toward us. 


"I'm sorry about that," H'ross said apologizing to 
Kardo and Josen, who were still standing where they 
had been when Annos tackled me. 


He smiled proudly, "She's seven moons pregnant, and 
Cloud says that she's going to have twins." 


Josen bowed, a smile on his angelic face, "I'm happy 
for you sir...have you thought of names for them yet?" 


“Yes—" he started to say but his mate interrupted 
him, shouting from the woods where she was leaning 
against a tree, "Hurry up H'ross or I'll leave without 
you!" 

Annos's father sighed and ran back toward her 
mother, "I'm coming, I'm coming, let's go." He 
Shouted as he leapt into the air and came back down 


in his huge lynx form. Annos and I followed after 
waving to Kardo and Josen who ran to get their 
horses. 


Annos changed into her lynx form the same way as 
her father, leaping into the air so that she landed on 
her paws, and I followed suit, shifting into my caracal 
form and following Annos as she walked toward her 
mother, who had shifted into her snow leopard form, 
her grey white fur bright against the green and 
shadows of the forest. 


Cloud had assured Hyteln that it was fine for her to 
be in her cat form, it wouldn't hurt the baby—or 
babies—it would actually help them develop their cat 
bodies, and that was why she had to change into her 
snow leopard form atleast twice a day. 


Leaving Annos and her family behind, I ran ahead to 
find Zanse and Jadentses fah-dent-cess), my 
sisters. Zanse was a lynx, a form which she had 
inherited from our great-grand father on our father 
Jaxto's side, and Jadentses was an ocelot, a rare form 
which she had gotten from out great-grand mother on 
our mother Shalaigh's (Sha-lay) side. 


I found them near the front of the group moving 
through the forest, everyone was in their cat forms, 
the entire clan. All around me I saw glimpses of 
tigers, all types of leopards, lynxes, lions and 
cheetahs. Zanse was walking with her best friend, 
Larsa, who was a lion like her father, Galra, but she 
had blue eyes instead of his brown. Her mother was 
Rock, and she was a special cheetah; she had stripes 
and spots. (King Cheetah. Google it.) 


Both of them were eleven, and Jadentses was trying 
to follow them but they walked too fast and she was 
falling behind so I ran next to her and smiled down at 
her, and she smiled back, her golden colored fur 
shining in the moonlight. Jadentses was only five, 
though whenever someone said that, she would 
protest angrily that she was five and a half. She still 
couldn't pronounce my name right though. 


We walked for a while and I saw that Jadentses was 
getting tired, so I crouched down and motioned for 
her to get on my back. She changed back to her 
human form and climbed onto my shoulders. "Thanks 
Braywexa." She said. 


"Bray! Bray! Hurry up! Lets go see the monkeys!" 
Jadentses screamed excitedly to me as she raced 
through the crowd. We had been at the Stone Circle 
for about two hours now and the Lyetta were starting 
to get out their animals that they were going to sell. 


"Jade!" I shouted after her, using her nickname, "Wait 
for me! You're not supposed to be by yourself! C'mon 
Fell!" I said and we both ran after my little sister. 

Fell and I had met up here he had had to ride ina 
carriage, even though he had wanted to walk with the 
rest of us. He was a 'prince' and the Lyetta had 
wanted him and Echo to ride in the carriages. 

Fell and I dodged through the crowd, ducking under 
upraised arms and trying our best not to step on feet. 


I saw Jadentses ahead of me and I reached out a hand 
to grab her but she managed to escape me grasp. 
“Come on Bray!" she squealed as she skipped away, 
her soft blonde hair swinging behind her, the little 
fragrant flowers that a Lyetta woman had given her 
securely pinned to the golden locks. 


Suddenly a familiar red haired girl ahead of me leant 
down and scooped Jadentses into her arms, Jadentses 
giggled and smiled at her and Annos smiled back. 
“Hey there Jadey," she said using her nickname for 
Jadentses, "Where's your big brother? He didn't leave 
you all alone did he?" 


Jadentses giggled, "We're going to see the monkeys!" 
she exclaimed as I ran up behind them and Annos 
passed her to me. "Don't look at me like that," I said 
to Annos, "She ran away from me. Ask Fell if you don't 
believe me." I nodded my head over toward where 
Fell was walking toward us across the torch-lit grass. 


Annos raised an eyebrow at him he answered, "He's 
telling the truth, don't kill him. Are you still angry 
with me? I promise I'll never do that again." he tilted 
his head at her, a large winning smile on his face. She 
stared at him with narrowed eyes for a few seconds 
then sighed. 


"Fine. Go buy me a 10/25/10- dream catcher, you 
know, that big one with the blue feathers that we 
walked past earlier? The one near the pottery seller? 
Go buy me that and I'll think about it. Deal?" She said, 
her arms crossed over her chest and an eyebrow 
raised, making her green eyes seem to glow in the 
flickering of the many torches. I set Jadentses on the 


ground but kept a firm hold on her hand so that she 
didn't go running off again. 

Fell immediately smiled, "Deal!" he said and went to 
run off but Annos cleared her throat and after a 
second he grinned and tossed her two small 
drawstring sacks. Annos waved him away and he 
bowed mockingly before waving and running off with 
his loot, the money from the skins and bones that we 
had sold earlier. 


He was keeping Echo's share because he knew his 
mother (or Cloud, for that matter) would just take it 
away from her, spouting nonsense about her not 
knowing how to use it. Fell was going to give it to 
Echo when he got the chance. Till then he was just 
going to keep it with him. 

Jadentses was tugging on my sleeve. "Braywexa!" she 
said annoyed, her brow furrowed adorably, "can we 
see the monkeys now? Please?" she begged stretching 
out the word so that it was three times as long as 
normal. I rolled my eyes and taped her on the nose 
with my finger, "okay, but you have to ask first before 
you try to pet them, remember last year when you got 
in trouble when one of them got out of its cage?" 


She nodded so I picked her up and turned to Annos. 
She was looking around at the crowds with indifferent 
pale green eyes, a large candy coated cricket on a 
stick stuck in her mouth. 


I grimaced, "ugh, how can you actually like to eat 


that? it's a bug!" I exclaimed as we began to make our 
way through the crowd to the Animal Keep, the large 


enclosure that was set up in the very center ring of 
the Stone Circle. 


We were almost there when Fell came running toward 
us, a dream catcher held aloft in his hand, the sky 
blue feathers of the Kaltenia-Firebird trailing behind 
him in the wind as he ran, a smile on his face as he 
stopped in front of us and placed it solemnly in 
Annos'hand. 


"A deal's a deal." He said, "Now you have to forgive 
me," he said, his voice serious but his eyes playful. 
Annos smiled, accepted his apology and threw what 
was left of the cricket at him before running off 
toward the Animal Keep suddenly, shouting at us that 
she was going to beat us there. Of course, Jadentses 
wasn't about to say no to a race, and she took off after 
the red haired demon. 


I rolled my eyes in exasperated amusement before 
following after them both at a quick run, being careful 
to stay a few paces behind Jadentses so that she 
would think she was winning. Eventually Annos 
caught on and deliberately slowed down so that 
Jadentses was the first one to reach the enclosure. 
She grinned and told us all how slow we were, and 
that the Alkan, Fell, should be able to run faster than 
that. (Quick reminder: Aklan=Princess=Echo— 
Alkan=Prince=Fell) We exchanged a secret smiled 
when her back was turned. 10/26/10 


We quickly found the entrance to the large tent and 
went in. Inside there were few people, everyone else 
had come to look at the animals much earlier than us 
and had left or were leaving. We walked over to the 


smaller enclosure so that Jadentses could see the 
baby animals, puppies and kittens and a few domestic 
weasels that were called ferrets. 


The animal Keeper asked us if we wanted to see a 
wolf cub that she had found in the forest and we 
followed her to the back of the tent where the baby 
animals were kept. 


“Palla was the one that actually found him, so I cant 

take all the credit." The Keeper said as she led us toa 
tall fenced in area and unlocked the gate and called in 
a soft but loud voice, "Here Palla! You've got visitors!" 


We heard an excited yipping sound and an instant 
later a small black wolf cub darted out and leapt 
through the air toward the Keeper. 


She caught him in her arms as if this was normal and 
he licked her face while whimpering in excitement. 
There came a hooting sound from the fenced in area 
and when I looked in I saw a brown and cream color 
furred monkey running toward us on all fours, its 
striped tail in the air. 


I looked at the Keeper. She was holding the wriggling 
cub so that Jadentses could pet him. "I think one of 
your monkeys got loose..." I said but she laughed, 
“No, no, no dear, that's Palla!" 


"Palla is a monkey?" Fell asked skeptically. 


"Yes, I didn't say she was Lyetta did I? Nope, that's 
Palla, she takes care of little Denos here." 


“Denos? His name is Denos?" Annos asked in surprise. 
“Yes, I named him after the warrior brother, Denos, 


because he was orphaned, as was the legend Denos 
and his twin brother, Anaego. I trust you know the 
story?" 

"Yes." We all said in unison and then laughed. 


The Keeper stood and said that she had to go help 
some customers, and I saw that there was a large 
group that was slowly forming at the side of the tent 
where the cages holding the animals that were for 
sale were. 


She put the wolf cub down inside the fence after we 
had gone in and asked me to hold him so that she 
could close the gate. I did and she closed it, telling us 
that we could stay as long as we wanted just to make 
sure we Closed the gate when we left. We thanked her 
and I watched as she walked away while Jadentses 
began to play with Denos in her ocelot form, we had 
asked earlier and the Keeper said it was fine if Jaden 
wanted to play with him like that but not for any of us 
because we'd be too big and probably scare him to 
death. 


Annos watched in amusement as Denos and Jadentses 
tumbled around with playful growls. Fell was sitting 
crouched the corner and trying to get Palla to come to 
him, even offering her a leftover piece of fruit, but she 
was skittish and she only came within a few paces of 
him before she leapt back again and ran to the fake 
tree and climbed up into it, swinging from the 
branches by her tail and hooting angrily at us. 


I smiled and watched Jadentses and Denos begin to 
play. 


After about half an hour I heard the (10/27/10) 
Keeper's footsteps returning and I looked up. I had 
been sitting against the wall petting Palla—she had 
come over after about ten minutes to sit beside me— 
much to Fell's annoyance. (10/30/10) 


(Ah! There's a creepy fly crawling around on the 
computer pretending to be a spider! It's freaking 
me out a little!) 


Just then the Keeper unlocked the gate and slipped 
inside, "come," she said gesturing for us to follow her 
out, "Queen Ventarai and King Malmon and your 
leaders have called for an audience, everyone must 
come, they say that it is important." 


I stood up and moved to Jadentses' side, she had 
fallen asleep and was curled up in her ocelot form 
next to Denos; she wasn't used to staying up this late. 
“Jadentses," I called softly to her. In answer she 
yawned and stretched out before curling back up 
again in a tighter ball. 


I sighed and picked her up; I knew she was too tired 
to walk by herself, and she wasn't too heavy for me to 
carry yet. She smiled sleepily at me. Her brown eyes 
were only opened enough so that she could see me. 
Then she closed her eyes and leaned her head on my 
shoulder. 


The Keeper held open the gate for us and I walked 
through behind Annos and Fell. (10/31/10) 


On our way out of the tent I caught a glimpse of Echo 
walking through the crowd, her white hair blending in 
a little with the masks, paints and dyes the crowd had 


used to decorate themselves, she was holding 
something in her arms, but I wasn't able to tell what 
it was from where we were. She might have been 
holding a stuffed animal; there were booths and tents 
everywhere that were selling fluffy toy bears and 
tigers for little children to play with. 


Everyone was walking to the very edge of the circle of 
stones, the one that faced the River of The Stones, 
and high above the heads of the crowd I could see the 
Alkkas and Alkkar along with the King and Queen of 
the Lyetta. In the shadows behind them stood two 
figures that I knew were the Alpha female and Alpha 
Male of the Nas'yll tribe. 


And farther behind them, in the deepest shadows 
stood the white haired boy that had attacked Echo 
and Rakill. His head was down and he seemed to be 
praying, or whispering. Something was clenched 
tightly in his hands. 


Behind the stone I saw a wavering shape and at first I 
thought it was a spirit, but then I saw that it was just 
a white horse, its shadow flickering in the torchlight. 


A regal young woman sat on its back, though I 
couldn't make out any of her features in the dim and 
flickering light, except for the fact that she had dyed 
her hair white, it was brilliant against the shadowy 
background, and it had been turned orange from the 
fires. 


When she looked at me her eyes flashed in the dark 


like the eyes of a cat. I quickly averted my gaze; I 
thought she had been looking directly at me. 


They all stood upon the tallest stone—it was wide 
enough that all four of them could stand there with no 
worry of falling. 


I could see the King of the Lyetta stroking the small 
violet and crimson snake that rested, draped across 
his shoulders, its head inclined toward his as he 
mouthed silent words to it. 


We hurried forward till we stood with the crowd 
under the stone, all of us waiting for them to speak. 


The queen stepped forward, and I remembered that 
her name was Ventarai. "My people!" she cried, her 
arms upraised to encompass us all. The few 
murmured conversations that had been going on 
stopped immediately. 


"My people!" she repeated, "I, Queen Ventarai, 
daughter of the King Para, am proud to introduce to 
you all my daughter, Lora, who has just returned from 
her pilgrimage to the deserts! She has only just 
arrived and I would like you all to welcome her!" 


My eyes flickered back to the woman on the white 
horse and thought I saw her shake her head, but I 
couldn't tell; her face was hidden under the black 
cloak she wore. 


She un-mounted her horse, her cape billowing, and 
walked lithely toward the stone, her strides as 
graceful and silent as a cat's. Queen Ventarai reached 
down a hand to help her up but she ignored it, and 
crouched down to the ground before she leapt 
straight up into the air—a good ten paces—and 
landed next to her mother in a crouch. She stood 


slowly and bowed toward all of us, her hood falling 
even further over her face so that no expression could 
be made out but for her sly smile. 


Everyone starred at her. Then applause broke out in 
the front, where most the Lyetta were standing, and 
the rest of us joined in. I saw the smile widen. 


The Queen seemed almost embarrassed as she 
embraced her daughter. Then the King stepped 
forward and embraced her while his wife addressed 
us once again. 


"IT thank you all for your warm welcome of my 
daughter, and now," she turned here to the two 
Nas'yll Alphas, "I believe you have an announcement 
to make?" 


The female stepped forward, her shaven head was 
bare, but for the short lock of hair at the back of her 
neck, andher skin had been bronzed from the 
sunlight. Her face was decorated by simple tattoos of 
three tiny red and gold diamonds on each of her 
cheekbones. 


She glanced at the Alpha male, who was her mate, 
before she motioned for the white haired boy to come 
forward. He did and waited for further instructions. 
His head was bowed out of respect for his Alpha. 


She looked at him for a second before she faced the 
crowd, and I noticed that her eyes were golden 
yellow. 


“Who is the liar who claims this boy here attacked the 
Aklan of the Aloria and her friend!" she roared, her 
amber eyes narrow with fury. 


There was a shocked silence in which we all starred 
up at the furious Nas'yll female in astonishment, 
never before had one of the leaders acted so violently, 
normally they were all calm and diplomatic as they 
worked through their problems; who had stolen what 
and what their punishment was, or who crossed 
whose border. 


I saw someone in front of me lean their head toward 
the person next to them and whisper, "I think her 
name's Wilarkan, she's the new Alpha, this is her first 
Celebration," he said it in a voice so low that there 
was no way that it would carry farther than a few feet 
from where we were standing. 


Wilarkan was raking the crowd with her flame colored 
eyes. I shifted my weight anxiously when her eyes 
moved over our group. Jadentses, who had woken up 
when she had shouted, hid her face on my shoulder. 


Finally, it seemed like forever had passed, the Alkkar 
moved closer to Wilarkan, his expression wary, she 
turned on him. Lora watched from her mother's side. 


"Well?" Wilarkan demanded, "Who?" 


He opened his mouth to answer, but something in the 
gathered crowd caught his attention and all of the 
people that stood on the stone looked down in 
Surprise. 


Someone was pushing through the crowd toward the 
stone, shouting "Wait! Wait!" as they shoved people 
out of the way and finally stood at the front of the 
crowd. It was Cloud. 


The Alkkas stepped forward, to the very edge, to look 


down at her in angered puzzlement. "Cloud! What's 
the matter?" 


“There's something I must tell you! Something I must 
tell everyone! I can't keep this from you all any 
longer, I'm so sorry!" 


End of Chapter Twelve. 
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There's something I must tell you! Something I must 
tell everyone! I can't keep this from you all any 
longer, I'm so sorry! The words repeated over and 
again in my head, as if the cold night's air itself, 
warmed by the many torches surrounding the large 
crowd, was whispering them in my ear. 


But I didn't have much time to think about them, 
Cloud was still talking, her voice growing louder to be 
heard over the roar of the wind that was rising, 
sending the torches flickering unsteadily and sparks 
tossing into the air, filling the dark night with what 
looked like millions of tiny falling stars that were 
ripped back and forth by the howling wind in front of 
Cloud's pale figure before they finally faded and died. 


“Cloud what is going on?" My mother cried, striding 
forward, her fists clenched, her voice shaking, but her 


eyes fierce. 


I drew closer to the stone on which the leaders stood, 
straining to hear Cloud's fragile voice over the wind 
that was roaring, almost as if it, too, wanted its voice 
to be heard. 


Finally, though, I was able to discern Cloud's words 
from the voice of the roaring aero: "I'm so sorry! 
Caersiph, Yendemii, forgive me!" she was sobbing 
now, tears streaming down her face, "it is my fault 
Jalkuo died! My fault Letta was killed! All my fault!" 
she screamed, her voice turning into a howl, "Jalkuo 
was Caersiph, Echo is sentient! I have lied to you all 
this time; I'm so sorry!" 

There was a second of silence that seemed as if it 
would last forever, a tense, terrible moment that 
seemed that if it passed, the world would be changed 
forever. 


Then, from the back of the crowd, came a quiet burst 
of nervous laughter. Soon the entire crowd of Aloria 
joined in, sure that it was all just some joke. The 
Lyetta stood, staring around in confusion, not sure 
what was happening. Then one of them joined in the 
Aloria's mirth, and soon the entire congregation was 
laughing. The leaders remained silent, starring at 
Cloud's back. 


The laughter was becoming deafening, and I covered 
my ears with my hands to block it out and faced the 
wall of rock that the leaders stood on. 


"Echo!" the shout was muffled by my hands, but I 
recognized Fell's voice. I turned toward the crowd 


again and uncovered my ears. 


Fell was running toward me with Annos and Bralexa 
in tow, with Jadentses, Bralexa's little sister running 
right behind them in her ocelot form. 


Fell skidded to a halt in front of me, "Echo, is it true? 
Can you understand us? Shake your head if you can!" 
he said, hope in his voice. 


I starred at him, my heart beating faster, my hands 
Shaking with a sudden rage. I turned to the rock 
where the leaders stood and my eyes locked on 
Cloud's frail form. I crouched and leapt into the air, 
shifting into my cheetah form as I did so that I landed 
on the rock on all fours, a fearsome snarl on my lips. 


The two Nas'yll leaders leapt back, their teeth bared 
at me, and the King and Queen starred at me in 
wonder or fear. I ignored my mother's shouts for me 
to stop and change back immediately—she didn't 
believe Cloud, she still thought I was a dumb animal— 
and I snarled deep and low in my throat at Cloud. 


I was out of my head with rage, all I could think about 
was that Cloud had kept this secret all these years, 
and now, when she finally told everyone the truth, no 
one even believed her. This was all her fault. 


She starred at me, no fear on her expression, but a 
cold resignation, as if she would gladly take any 
punishment I chose to give her. 


With an earth-shattering roar I leapt at her. My claws 
were only inches away from her throat when I was 
suddenly knocked to the side but a violent gust of 
wind. I was only pushed about a pace to the side but 


it was enough space between us that I missed Cloud 
entirely. 


I flew off of the rock, barely managing to land on my 
feet because the fall was so short. 


Suddenly a gasp went through the crowd, and I saw 
people parting, making a path. I flicked my tail in 
agitation and glared down the widening aisle to see 
who would dare come near me when I was so 
enraged. 


Then I noticed that everyone, Aloria and Lyetta alike, 
were bowing to the person coming toward me. Then I 
realized that the person was glowing, and that his 
eyes were the bluest blue I had ever seen, and his 
hair was white. Then I saw the staff in his hand, the 
Staff of Air, and my eyes widened. 


Caersiph. 
End of Chapter Thirteen 
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I dropped to my knees, my mind reeling with 
questions, my rage entirely evaporated. Caersiph? 
How can he be here? Why would he come here? Is it 
because Cloud said my father was Caersiph? Is he 
angry with her? Why would she even say that? 


I heard the soft crunching of grass as the god moved 
closer to where I knelt. An involuntary shiver of fear 
crept down my spine. The wind had completely 
stopped, and the silence was eerie compared to the 
deafening howling from before. 


The god was standing right in front of me now and I 
lowered my head almost to the ground in a bow, my 
eyes shut so that I could not look upon his form unless 
he willed me to. 


I felt him reach down with a hand, and I felt the hand 
brush my forehead, a hand as solid as the ground 
beneath me, but radiating so much power that I 
thought I would burn up from the intensity of it. 


Then I was falling. 


Through blackness it seemed I plummeted, I opened 
my mouth to let out a scream but I was sitting on the 
grass again, and it was still night, but something was 
different. 


The grass here was a brighter green, greener than it 
should be at night, and when I looked up into the sky 
there was no moon, only the stars. But the stars 
seemed larger than normal too, and they were 
colorful, there were blue ones and red ones, the 
colors of the stars were as bright as the grass 
beneath my feet. I could feel the heat radiating of off 
them. 


I couldn't remember how I got there, or that I'd ever 
been anywhere else, I felt as if I had been there 
forever, and at the same time, only a few seconds. 


Suddenly I turned my head, a man was standing 


there, a man in strange clothes that seemed to be 
shifting in the wind, as if they were made of it, in his 
hand he held a staff with strange moving symbols 
carved into the sides. 


The first things I noticed was his hair, It was 
impossible no to notice it; every color of the rainbow 
shimmered in it, some of which I had no name for. 
Then, from the corner of my eye, I saw that my hair 
too, was filled with the rainbow of colors. This didn't 
surprise me, it felt natural, as if ! was in a dream and 
no matter how strange things got, they always made 
sense. 


I returned my focus to the man. He was walking 
toward me, with the slow and steady pace of one that 
knows they have all the time in the world. 


His face was neither young nor old, his eyes were 
blue, the same blue that I knew the sky would be 
when it wasn't night here, and although his face gave 
no allusion to his age, his eyes sparkled with wisdom 
and kindness. But there was cleverness in his eyes 
too, and I knew that if he were angered, his wrath 
would be terrible and destructive if he so chose it. 


Despite all this, I felt a calmness emanating from him, 
and I knew that I was not here because he was angry 
at me, Dut because he wanted me to do something. 
Needed me to do something. 


He smiled, and this simple movement of his mouth 
made his entire complexion seem more cheerful, less 
brooding. 


He sat down in the grass next to me, a simple, 


graceful movement. Flowers that had sprung from 
nowhere and yet had always been there now 
surrounded us. This world existed out of time. 


He spoke then. 


An instant later I was back, kneeling in the dark, wet 
grass of the night, the moon shedding its pale light 
through a thin cloud that had floated across its 
surface. 


Caersiph stood above me still, his hand withdrawing 
from my head as if he had just placed it there a 
second before and was just now moving it away, as if 
he had brushed a stray hair away from my face. 


I lifted my face to look up at him, expecting fora 
moment to see his hair a rainbow of color. But it was 
white again, as white as my own. But the blue of his 
eyes was the same. He met my gaze for a second 
before he looked up, at the stone on which the leaders 
stood, all of them frozen in shock, the only ones that 
weren't bowing down to the god of the wind. 


As he starred at them, his blue-eyed gaze softened 
and I knew that he was looking at my mother, Reah. 
She starred back at him, shock, longing, and guilt on 
her face. 


Guilt? I wondered, confused, looking back up at 
Caersiph. He had changed, his hair was now grey, and 
he was taller too, but his eyes were still the same. I 
knew that he had taken on the form of Jalkuo, my 
father. I knew this because he was my father. Cloud 
had been telling the truth, Caersiph was my father; 
Caersiph was Jalkuo. 


“Reah." He breathed, and it was as if he winds were 
sighing her name, twirling it around us gently, 
Singing, and then releasing it again as suddenly as 
they had captured it so that there was a profound 
silence in which nothing moved and nobody seemed 
to breathe. 


Then, as my mother stumbled forward, her arms 
outstretched to her lost love, her face softer than I 
had ever seen it, she leapt off of the rock and, almost 
as if she couldn't wait any longer to be reunited with 
Caersiph, she shifted into her mountain lion form and 
raced toward my father and I. 


She didn't make it within fifty paces. Because at that 
moment Caersiph leapt backwards and landed ina 
crouch, one hand on the ground and the other held 
out to the side, fingers spread beckoningly to the sky. 


Reah stopped short when the angel, wings folded 
back, plummeted out of the clouds. 


I caught the flash of the brightest green I had seen 
before the winged figure suddenly unfurled its wings, 
revealing a young man with hair as black as the night 
sky, and I saw that his eyes had no pupils, only the 
green, bright. The feathers on his wings were ash- 
grey. 

Caersiph starred up at him, and spoke something in a 
language that I couldn't understand, I understood one 
thing though, the angel's name was Angeon, and he 
was Caersiph's son. 


Angeon was still hundreds of paces above the ground, 
and, yet, I could see every detail of him, I saw the 


feathers of his wings, shifting silently in the wind, and 
I could even see the whites of his eyes. 


Angeon nodded his head to Caersiph—a movement so 
miniscule that I was sure that I had been the only one 
to see it—and, to the fearful and awed gasps from the 
crowd, who I had all but forgotten about, he suddenly 
twisted around, drawing his wings in close and 
rocketed to the ground, a trail of green light behind 
him. 

The force with which he hit the earth was so powerful 
that it sent up a cloud of dust, causing everyone but 
Caersiph to shut their eyes and turn away for fear of 
choking. 


When I looked up again the ground where Angeon 
had landed was pulsing with light, the same green as 
his eyes, and, now that I thought of it, the same green 
as the grass that I had seen in the other world with 
Caersiph. 


I saw Caersiph's son standing in the middle of the 
green light, his wings outstretched, his hands held 
out to the sides and his head tilted up to the sky. 


A sudden burst of wind, like an intake of breath, 
almost knocked me off my feet from behind, others 
weren't so lucky, and I quickly crouched down and 
caught hold of a crying wolf cub that had been 
dragged along the ground by the wind, toward 
Angeon. I held the cub in my arms, my back to the 
wind to shelter it from the blast. All around me I saw 
people trying to find shelter, all of the wind was being 
drawn toward the winged god. 


I made soft cooing noises that probably couldn't be 
heard over the wind to calm the wolf's terrified eyes, 
which, I noticed where two different colors, brown, 
and blue. 


Suddenly the wind stopped, and I looked up, terrified, 
my hair falling back into place, now covered in dust 
and ashes from the fires, to see Angeon, standing in a 
swirling vortex of wind, which, as I watched it, grew 
taller and blacker as the howling of the wind grew 
louder and louder. 


Then the screaming started, "Tornado!" the screams 
went as people grabbed children and began to flee, 
the Lyetta whistling for their terrified horses, and the 
Shapeshifters turning into their other forms before 
they all fled. In a matter of seconds I was alone, 
everyone else was already too far away to hear me. I 
looked around, terrified, for Caersiph. He was gone, 
and so was Angeon, all that was left was the black, 
writhing tornado that he had created. 


Fear rose in my throat and I staggered to my feet, the 
wolf cub—who I knew was not just a wolf but a Nas'yll 
child— held tightly in my grasp, his head buried into 
my arms as terrified whimpers came from his throat. I 
tried to take a step but a sharp gust of wind sent me 
tumbling to the ground again, and before I could do 
anything, the cub was ripped from my arms by the 
wind, his howls of terror lost ing the roaring of the 
wind, I saw him dig his claws into the ground, but in 
vain, he was being sucked strait into the heart of the 
tornado. 


With a full-throated roar I shifted into my cheetah 


form and raced after him, it was all I could do not to 
let the wind trip me and send me screaming to my 
death. 


Suddenly, just as I thought it was too late, a huge 
white shape burst out of the darkness and I saw 
someone reach down and grab him by the back of his 
neck as the pure white horse charged toward me, 
Lora and D'naal on its back. 


"Echo!" D'naal shouted, reaching for me as the horse 
neared. In an instant I shifted into my human form 
and grabbed his hand. He swung me onto the horse's 
back and we galloped away, heading for the woods, 
faster than I would have ever thought possible, while 
behind us, the tornado continued its path of 
destruction, going the opposite way. 


End of Chapter Fourteen 
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The white horse named Donikah stopped suddenly, his 
hooves digging into the moist ground because he had 
a heavier load than normal, three almost fully grown 
people and a small creature that Donikah knew was 
neither person or wolf, but both, it was like the-white- 
haired-boy, and the-white-haired-girl-that-was-not-his- 
master, who was both person and cat. 


Not a moment after it had stopped moving did the 
the-white-haired-girl-that-was-not-his-master leap off 
of him. The-white-haired-boy handed the girl the 
human-child-wolf, which had been whimpering the 
entire time that Donikah had been fleeing with them 
from the Great-Roaring-Wind. 


Donikah knew that the-white-haired-girl-that-was-not- 
his-master was uncomfortable with him and his kind 
because she hunted the creatures that were like him, 
and knew that they could kill someone with their 
hooves that were like his. 


He also knew something that the-white-haired-girl did 
not know herself, he knew that the other reason she 
was So afraid of them was because her father, the- 
one-who-had-called-down-the-Great-Roaring-Wind, 
felt such sadness because of what one of the things 
that the-white-haired-girl-that-was-not-his-master 
usually hunted had done to one of his friends, a long, 
long time ago. This is why the-white-haired-girl-that- 
was-not-his-master was so terrified of horses, they 
were the same as the deer, but they were not. 


The-white-haired-girl-that-was-not-his-master cuddled 
the human-child-wolf and it seemed to calm, or atleast 
it stopped whimpering. Suddenly the human-child- 
wolf squirmed out of the grasp of the-white-haired- 
girl-that-was-not-his-master, and leapt to the ground, 
almost rolling under the horse's feet, causing Donikah 
Snort and prance anxiously before his master put a 
reassuring hand on his neck and he calmed. 


The human-child-wolf seemed equally as frightened of 
the horse as the horse was of it, and so Donikah 


calmed, knowing that the strange black child-wolf 
was not a threat. 


Unlike the other horses that belonged to the Lyetta, 
Donikah had never gone to a Celebration before; he 
had only been with his master for a year. He wasn't 
even from the same herd that the Lyetta raised for 
their steeds; he was from far away, to the west, where 
the humans lived on the plains and deserts. Donikah 
was larger than the other Lyetta horses because the 
horses that lived on the plains had to defend 
themselves against larger carnivores than the ones 
that lived in the forests near the Lyetta's homeland on 
the southern continent, Nesentai. A cat from the west 
would be able to outpace the fastest Aloria, even a 
cheetah, and be almost twice as large as Galra. 


That is why, after the-white-haired-girl-that-was-not- 
his-master had changed into a cheetah, which made 
Donikah very skittish, that when they joined the rest 
of the Lyetta and Aloria, Donikah was by far the 
largest horse there, being almost a full pace taller 
than the other horses, even ones that were his seniors 
by more than a few years. 


Both Lyetta and Aloria and Nas'yll formed a path for 
them, and they walked to the center of the group, to 
where the leaders of all three clans where talking 
worriedly, checking to see if all of the members of 
their group where accounted for and that they had 
rescued as much things from the tornado that was 
possible. 


One of the leaders in particular interested Donikah, 
she was the mother of the-white-haired-girl-that-was- 


not-his-master, and what interested the white stallion, 
was the intensity of the guilt that she was feeling. 
And, although she didn't know it yet, though Donikah, 
and all of the other horses surely knew also, she was 
pregnant. Donikah saw the black haired man with the 
grey eyes that stood close to her, looking at her with 
love in his eyes, and he understood. 


There was a large pile of broken pots and bowls that 
were made of fire-hardened clay, and, next to that 
there was a large woven mat laid on the ground, and 
all of the Healers, save one, were busily cleaning 
wounds, small cuts and bruises where people had 
been hit or knocked into something by the wind that 
had been generated by the tornado. 


Only one person was seriously wounded, but he was 
well taken care of, and he was deep asleep now—with 
the assistance of a sleeping potion made by Hykara, 
the Nas'yll Healer. His two children were sitting 
protectively near him, while their mother told them 
the story of the hero Maiga. 


Maiga was the hero who had returned from Death's 
gates and rescued Sarrja's daughter, Sanuye, from 
the evil King Atunoweo. Atunoweo was the ruler of 
the dead, until his younger brother, Yas, overthrew 
him and let the dead pass on to the world of the gods, 
Atunoweo had been making them be his slaves, telling 
them that if they served them, he would let them pass 
over, eventually. 


Donikah heard all of their mouth-sounds, but he did 
not understand them, he only understood his master, 
but only when she was talking to him in the language 


that he could understand. 


This did not mean, of course, that the other horses 
could understand his master, each horse had a special 
bond with their rider, and they each understood the 
other in their own private language that was not 
really a language, at all, rather it was mostly made up 
of body language and certain words, sounds, or 
gestures. 


His master spoke to him now, as she dismounted, [ You 
can graze now, I won't need you for a little, I need to 
talk to my mother] She smiled at him, and added, 
[you're going to be faster than all the other horses 
when you re older] 


Donikah shook his white mane, his black eyes 
sparkling in the dim light, appreciating her praise. 
| Thank you, master] 


His master patted him on the neck once before she 
walked away in her strange, two-legged way, and 
began to make mouth-sounds to the leaders of her 
family herd. 


Donikah trotted over to where the other horses were 
grazing, a small green clearing in the forest, a clear 
clean stream supplying the horses and grass with 
plenty of water. 


One of the other horses, little more than a foal, 
walked over to him and tugged at his mane playfully, 
her name was Maikaro, and, but for a large black spot 
on her flank, her coat was almost as white as 
Donikah's. Maikaro, unlike the other horses her age, 
did not already have a master. Noone knew why, but 


none of the Lyetta—or the humans that sometimes 
traveled with the Traders— was able to convince her 
to let them ride her. Everytime they tried she would 
just dance away, neighing happily, thinking it alla 
great game. 


As far as the other horses raised by the Traders were 
concerned, Maikaro was an anomaly, no horse, they 
figured, in the way that they thought, would not want 
a rider. Riders protected their horse from things that 
they could not protect themselves from with their 
speed alone. The animal-people that they came to 
every year would have hunted them along with their 
normal prey if not for the fact that their rider's 
forbade it. 


And, the other horses reasoned, if Maikaro didn't find 
herself a rider soon, surely their own masters would 
realize that they had a problem horse, and cast her 
into the wild, where she would have no choice in 
whether she chose to accept the Traders’ protection 
or not, she would be on her own, and at the mercy of 
every single carnivore in the forest, not to mention 
the threat of starvation or the freezing cold of the 
winter that was to come, and in only a few moons' 
times. 


This was why the other horses held Maikaro is such 
contempt, and, also, why Donikah was the only one 
who tolerated her, even though he had just met her, 
he sensed her wild soul, and he felt a kinship with 
her. Where he came from, horses were wild, they had 
been for longer than anyone could remember; his 
master had been the first person that his herd had 


ever encountered. At first his herd had not known 
what she was, or what to do with her, and, Donikah, 
being just a foal, had been the first to approach her, 
his mother following anxiously behind him, trying to 
get him to turn away from the strange smelling, two- 
legged creature unlike any other animal she had seen. 


Donikah's memories of his mother were hazy, 
because, on that same day, a pack of giant wolves had 
attacked the herd, killing Donikah's mother and 
almost managed to kill him too: he had broken one of 
his legs, and the pack was circling. 


That was when the first strange, large feathered 
sticks had started raining down around him, from the 
very sky it seemed. They were shot with such 
accuracy that the feathered sticks formed a barrier 
between the wolves and the wounded, terrified 
Donikah. 


The arrows that his master had shot toward the 
wolves were not the normal kind, though, Donikah, of 
course, did not know this. The ones that his master 
had used had been made from the trunk of a Lairdo 
tree, a bamboo-like plant that grew in thick patches. 
The trunks were made up of many different shoots 
that could be chopped down easily to be used as 
firewood, arrows, or spears. The tree that his master 
had found had been entangled in the thorns of a wild 
rose bush, and, using thick gloves made of snakeskin, 
his master had plucked the thorns off of the rose 
stems and used tree sap to glue them onto the shafts 
of the arrows. 


None of this Donikah knew; he wouldn't have even 


been able to understand it had his master tried to 
explain it to him. All he knew was that his master had 
saved him, as if by miracle, from the giant wolves. No 
horse that had ever fallen while fleeing from the 
vicious carnivores had been able to escape their 
hungry jaws, but the arrows made a barrier that was 
impossible to get past, which, unfortunately, the alpha 
male had to learn the hard way. The pack fled soon 
after the male charged the fence. Their alpha's face 
would remain scarred for the rest of his life. 


Donikah flicked his tail in Maikaro's direction, inviting 
her to graze with him, one large black eye turned to 
where the other horses grazed, watching him mingle 
with the outcast. He snorted, warningly, and they 
turned away, wary of him and his strange tolerance 
for the free spirited foal. 


Maikaro whinnied loudly after she had eaten her fill 
of the grass, and tossed her head and pranced in 
playful circles around Donikah, though he was still 
grazing. 

She kept this up for a while, darting toward him then 
dancing away, trying to entice him to play, and he 
humored her for a while too, pretending to be 
annoyed at her. 


When she pulled on his mane a little too hard though, 
he finally gave up the game and neighed at her loudly, 
[Leave me alone now! ] 


She just nickered in answer, [No// and shook her 
mane tauntingly. 


With a snort he took off after her, knowing that he 


could catch up to her before she could get far. But, to 
his immense surprise, she was able to outstrip him, 
even when he pushed himself as fast as he could. The 
other horses watched with interest as they raced 
around the clearing in a circle, their white coats 
blurring till the others couldn't tell which horse was 
which. 


Suddenly a loud whistle interrupted the race and 
Donikah split off from his circular course and 
galloped into the woods, dodging past the crowded 
groups of people that got in his way, even leaping 
over a tired old man deeply asleep now, for it had 
been hours ago that the tornado and its angel creator 
had brought terror to the gathering, and he was not 
as young as he once was. 


He saw her ahead, his master, waiting for him, the- 
white-haired-girl-that-was-not-his-master standing 
next to her, along with the-white-haired-boy. He 
stopped in front of his master and shook his mane is 
greeting. She smiled at him, baring her teeth in that 
way that would have been threatening had it not been 
so full of affection. 


He looked at her questioningly, then at the-white- 
haired-girl-that-was-not-his-master. [Why they still 
here? Why they not go back with their herds?] He 
asked, because the cat-people and the wolf-people 
had both gone back to their homes, all except these 
two, and a few other stragglers. This puzzled him; no 
horse ever left the herd where he had come from, 
except for him. 


His master answered him, stroking his neck and face, 


[They come with us. The-white-haired-girl-that-is-not- 
your-master is angry with her herd; she wants to live 
away from them. The white-haired-boy wants to come 
with us, he is tired of living in one spot; he wants to 
travel. ] 


Donikah nickered; he understood this, /The-white- 
haired-girl-that-is-not-my-master / he said, and then 
added questioningly, [She is like Maikaro...no one 
wants her?] 


His master was not surprised that he knew so much. 
[Yes, but there is more, I will tell you later, we are 
going to leave soon. we go with my herd this time, not 
alone. ] 


He rolled his eyes in annoyance, [Why?] he said, 
almost angrily; he didn't especially like the other 
horses, after seeing how they regarded the free 
spirited Maikaro. 


His master knew this, and she also felt his fondness 
for the white and black horse. [Maikaro will not be 
sad long, maybe she will choose to allow the-white- 
haired-girl-that-was-not-your-master to ride her. They 
are much alike, and the other horses will be more 
accepting once she finds an acceptable rider. ] 


Donikah agreed with this, and he regarded the the- 
white-haired-girl-that-was-not-his-master with new 
eyes, taking in her eyes, the color of the sky-at-day 
and they way she looked at him, with wonder, and 
fear. He had seen the way that she had changed into 
the white-cat-that-runs-fastest to rescue the human- 
wolf-child. 


She was brave; almost in the same way that Maikaro 
was brave, ignoring what the other horses thought of 
her, and just being herself. Maikaro would not let 
anyone ride her until she found someone that she 
liked, no matter what the other horses thought.* 


He turned his head to the side, his large black eye 
looking into the eyes of his master, on her strange, 
beautiful flat face. /J think Maikaro would like her. the 
question is, will she like Maikaro?] 


[Yes,] his master replied, leaning her forehead against 
his before she stepped back and vaulted onto his 
back, /I think that might be the problem, she doesn't 
like horses, and if she wants to live with my herd, she 
will have to have a horse...] 

[Or what?] Donikah asked, sensing that she was going 
to continue. 

She sighed, [we may have to go to the People of The 
Dragon, and ask for an egg. 

Donikah shuddered, thinking of the huge dragon like- 
creatures that had hunted the skies of his homeland— 
Jrakonets, as they called them here, were only 
legends. 


End of Chapter Fifteen 
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Echo PoV 


I had the strangest feeling that Lora and her horse 
were talking about me. I don't know where it came 
from, as far as I knew—and I'll admit I didn't know 
that much about the Lyetta—horses couldn't talk, or 
understand what people said. 


But, then again, I thought to myself, feeling a little 
embarrassed without knowing why; no one else could 
hear my thoughts, people thought 1 was stupid 
because I couldn't talk, and all because Cloud told 
them I couldn't. 


Cloud... 


I looked around, but Cloud was nowhere to be seen, 
neither was my mother. As soon as she had found out 
that I was going to go with the Traders she had gone 
into the woods alone, not even bothering to change 
into her mountain lion form, even though there were 
dangerous animals around here that might not 
hesitate to attack someone that they thought was a 
human, especially when that human was alone. 


I wasn't worried that she would be in danger; I 
shuddered in pity for any animal that tried to attacker 
her. The thing probably wouldn't know what had hit 
it; my mother could shift into her other form faster 
than any other Aloria. 


Suddenly I realized that someone was trying to get 
my attention, someone kept clearing their throat, 
politely. 

I turned around and saw Fang, Rakill's father. He 
looked down at me, and there was sadness and shame 


in his eyes. 
“Echo—" He started, then, stopped, bowed his head, 
and continued in an almost whisper. 


"I know that this can't possibly even begin excuse my 
daughter's behavior toward you, if I had known that 
you were...No. I should have stopped her, even if I 
didn't think you weren't sentient, it still would not 
have made it right. I do not ask for your forgiveness, I 
just ask that you understand how very sorry...and 
ashamed I am, not of only my daughter's actions, but 
my failure to stop her from continuing." 


Then he held up his hands, which he had held behind 
his back before now. In one hand was a bow—one of 
the most amazing bows that I had ever seen, the 
wood of it had been dyed green and black, and there 
was an intricate carving one on end that showed a 
stylized golden-colored lion reaching a paw into the 
sky toward a bird with brilliantly long, red feathers, 
the picture was so detailed that I could see the teeth 
of the lion and the whites of the eyes of the bird— The 
Story of the Lion and the Phoenix*,| thought, 
recognizing it from one of the song-stories that I had 
heard as a child. Although Aloria did not hunt with 
bows, I knew that this was a powerful and deadly 
weapon. 


In his other hand he held up a beautifully woven 
green quiver. Blue zigzag lines were interspaced 
between solid bars of red. The blue represented 
water, and the red was the blood of the kill; the quiver 
had obviously been made with thoughts of bringing 
luck in mind, asking the gods that the wearer never 


go hungry, or thirsty. 


I looked back up at Fang, there were tears in his eyes, 
but he blinked them away, and said, "This...was made 
by your father, Jalkuo, for my wife, Letta." He said, his 
voice trembling almost imperceptibly, "They were 
close friends...I hope—I hope that you will use it when 
you hunt with the Lyetta." He bowed, placed the bow 
and quiver in my hands—before I could politely 
protest without words—before he walked away. 


I starred after him, almost shocked out of my mind, I 
had never realized that Fang had cared about me so 
much; I never thought he would even noticed how 
Rakill treated me, let alone that he could feel bad 
about it. My mother had seemed completely oblivious. 


I jumped as someone called my name, but I knew who 
it was, I would recognize that voice anywhere, I 
turned toward the sound and smiled at my twin 
brother. 


"Fell", I mouthed his name, and wrapped my arms 
around him in a silent hug, there were tears in his 
eyes, and he held me at arm's length so he could see 
my face, "Echo, please stay, everything will be 
different now, everyone knows that Cloud was lying, 
they know you're the same as us! You don't have to 
leave the Clan...you don't have to leave me." he said. 


I starred up at him, he was almost a head taller than 
me, and I pushed a stray strand of his dark brown 
hair out of his face and pulled him back into the hug. 
How could I explain to him what I couldn't even 
understand myself? How could I tell him that when I 


had talked with my father—Caersiph—that he had 
told me what I was supposed to do, but that I couldn't 
even remember it! No one would understand that, all 
I knew was that I had to go with the Lyetta, with 
D'naal and Lora, to find the others. 


Even if I could tell him that, and he understood what I 
was trying to tell him, he would say that the others 
would find me, that I could stay here, with him and 
my family, but the truth was only I could find the 
others, I had to rescue them. 


Of course, I hadn't told Lora or D'naal that, they 
weren't supposed to know yet. 


Fell suddenly jumped away from me and grabbed a 
passing Lyetta by the arm—a young woman that 
seemed to be a few years older than us—startling her 
and making her jump, but his reassuring smile and 
the fact that she recognized him as our 'prince'’ all 
helped to convince her answer his question with 
patience. 


“What are those crystal things, that the children are 
wearing?" he said, pointing to a group of children 
playing in the field where the horses were grazing, "I 
Saw my sister, Echo, wearing one earlier, what are 
they? What do they do?" 


The woman looked surprised, "Oh, yes, they are 
Saykala Crystals!" she said, " you might not have 
heard of them, Your Highness—" 


"Please don't call me that," Fell interrupted, smiling 
so she wouldn't be offended, "My name is Fell, and I 
won't have a title until my Tattoo Ceremony, so please 


call me by my name. Oh, and what's your name? I 
forgot to ask." 


"Oh, I apologize...Fell," she smiled as she said his 
name, "My name is Alizbek," she said, shaking his 
hand. 


“Nice to meet you, Alizbek," Fell said, "can you tell me 
about the crystals now?" 


Alizbek blushed and I raised an eyebrow, smiling 
Slightly, she obviously liked him, and she seemed nice 
—so far. 


“The children use the crystals to learn Dustoren—our 
name for your language—and, they allow the children 
to communicate with their minds, and the adults that 
are fluent in Dustoren also wear the crystals and 
speak to the children in that language. The crystals 
translate it and soon the children began to learn, it 
only takes about a year or two for them to become 
fluent." 


"So, would my sister be able to use one of those 
crystals to talk to me, or anyone else if they had one 
too?" 


Alizbek looked even more surprised than before. 
"Why, yes, I think I saw her talking to the children 
earlier, when we found her and those other two in the 
forest, I think they were brother and sister..." 


"Jaylette and Jaolett" Fell supplied. 
"Yes! Those were their names. Anyway, I think Echo 
was talking to my sister, Maura, and her friends?" she 


looked at me, I was standing to the side and a little 
behind Fell, I nodded, noticing for the first time that 


she had the same hair color as Maura, and her face 
was remarkably similar. She continued. 


“We mine the crystals at our winter camp on the 
southern continent, if you wanted, I could arrange for 
some extra crystals to be brought here by boat, if we 
can get there before the ice sets in; if the sea freezes 
before we can launch the boat with the crystals on it, 
you'd have to wait moons before they arrive, we might 
not even be able to get them to you by next year if it's 
a bad winter." She stopped when she saw the 
disappointed look on Fell's face, and quickly 
reassured him, "but we have many crystals now, that 
we can sell you, some of them have been made into 
beads, or earrings, they still work though, it doesn't 
matter what size they are, I can find you one, if you'd 
like." 


Fell smiled at her winningly, "I'd like that very much, 
I'd be willing to buy what ever kind you can find." 


Alizbek quickly reassured him that she would find 
some for him and ran off toward the carriages. 


Fell turned back to me and I smiled, delighted at the 
prospect of actually being able to talk to him for the 
first time in my life without him just being able to 
guess what I was thinking, though I was grateful for 
him to be able to do that at all. 


Suddenly, I grabbed his hand and dragged him over to 
where Lora was loading things onto her horse's 
saddle, talking to D'naal all the while. 


The little Nas'yll child that I had rescued from the 
tornado was sitting on the horse's back, still in his 


wolf form, and he watched with interest as Fell and I 
approached. 


I waved at him as we got nearer and he yipped in 
reply, baring his teeth in a way that could never be 
mistaken for hostility, his mismatched blue and brown 
eyes smiling. 

Fell looked surprised to see him, and I tried to figure 
out a way of telling him that I had rescued him from 
the tornado—and I suddenly realized that I still didn't 
know his name, and that I hadn't seen him out of his 
wolf form—but, it turns out, I didn't need to, because 
at that moment Alizbek came jogging back from the 
carriages, a big woven basket in her hands. 


She ran up to us, bowed to Lora and Fell and I, and 
set the basked down on the ground, revealing it 
contents. 


“This was all that I could find," she said breathlessly, 
gesturing us toward the basket. D'naal and Lora 
looked at it with interest and comprehension quickly 
dawned in Lora's eyes. 


“Thank you, Alizbek, I think those will work just fine, 
and if the Aloria do not have enough that they can 
salvage to trade for them, I will tell my mother and 
father that it is a gift—from me. I do not think they 
would protest." 


Alizbek bowed in acquiesce and waited for further 
intrusions from her almost-matriarch. Lora smiled at 
her and told her that her sister was coming, and she 
pointed behind Alizbek to the field where a group of 
children were running toward us, my earlier friend 


Maura in the lead with Nadie right beside her. 


Alizbek ran to meet her little sister, laughing as 
Maura leapt into her arms and she spun them both 
around. 


I smiled, seeing them so happy. 


"Echo, here, you can pick first." Lora's voice brought 
my attention back to the basket, Lora had picked it up 
and she proffered it to me. I looked inside and almost 
gasped; the basked was full of jewelry, rings, 
necklaces, bracelets, some were made of bronze or 
copper, but each of them had a purple crystal on it 
somewhere. Some of the rings were even made up 
entirely of the crystal; they were just fine purple 
bands. 


I looked back up at Lora and opened my mouth, but 
She interrupted me before I could try to tell her; "No, 
Echo, it's okay, they're not as expensive as they look, 
and besides, you're a princess, like me, you deserve 
something that is beautiful, pick whichever one you 
want, but I have to warn you, those that do not grow 
up near the mines tend to get a little sick after using 
them for a while, so you might have to take a break 
after a few days." 


I nodded and held my hand over the basket, 
hesitating, not because I didn't want to take one, but 
because I couldn't decide on which one I wanted. 


“Here, maybe this will make it easier," Lora said, 
pulling a white and red zigzag blanket off her horse's 
back and laying it out on the ground before she 
spilled the basket overtop of it, and spread the 


jewelry around with her hand until I could see all of 
the pieces. 


I hummed as I cast my eyes over them; trying to 
decide which one I liked best. Suddenly one of the 
caught my eye, and I lifted it gently from the blanket 
and held it up to see it closer. 


It was a necklace, not like the one I had had before— 
the one that had had a single crystal tied to a leather 
thong— one this one there were beads, all of them of 
assorted sized ranging from the size of my little finger 
to my thumb, all of the beads were made of the 
Saykala crystals, and they were crisscrossed with 
copper wire that had been fitted into little indents on 
each bead. 


I looked at it for a few moments before I shook my 
head slightly and was about to set it back down 
before Lora said, "Can you hand me that Echo? I like 
that one, and I lost the one I had last year." I nodded 
to her and placed the necklace in her outstretched 
hand. 


The more I thought about it, the more that I didn't 
want a necklace, the last one had been yanked off my 
neck by the tornado, and, I feared that if I tried to 
change into my other form with it on, it might choke 
me. 


So, seeing as Lora already had the crystal necklace 
and that I could communicate with her, I grabbed a 
random piece of jewelry and thought to her, Do you 
think I could take some beads and make a bracelet 
out of Rusuy grass? That way when I change it won't 


break, and I won't have to carry it around in my 
mouth. 


Lora's answer was aloud, for the other's sake. "Of 
course, Echo, actually, I think we might have some 
Rusuy rope already made, I think Marfingot was 
going to sell them at the Celebration, but she might 
have some small pieces leftover." 


I had no idea who Marfingot was, but I didn't need to 
ask, because Lora stood up at that moment and 
whistled to her horse, it trotted over—it had been 
grazing a little ways away, with the wolf cub still 
sitting on its back— Lora put her hand on its neck as 
D'naal reached up and put the Nas'yll child on the 
ground not a second before the horse nickered and 
galloped off, toward the carriages. 


People stopped and starred as it passed them, and I 
heard someone whisper, "That's Donikah, the 
Princess's horse, but I've never seen a pure white one 
before, have you? I don't even know where she found 
him." 

I looked at Lora curiously. "He's going to get the rope 
from Marfingot." She said in answer. 


Your horse's name is Donikah, right? How did you 
train him to do that? How does he know where she is? 


"T didn't train him, I can talk to him, and he 
understands me and I understand him. He already 
knows who Marfingot is, and he knows her scent. If 
you want to travel with us, you're going to need to get 
a horse...or..." 


What? Why do I need a horse? I could just run in my 


other form! I could keep up, and I wouldn't get tired 
all that often, I can run for a long time, I don't need a 
horse...1 said, slightly frantic. 


Lora sighed, "Yes, I know you don't like horses Echo, 
but if you want to become apart of us, our culture, 
you need to have a horse, there are terrains that we 
cross where only horses can enter, and ceremonies, 
and some of the tribes won't allow us to walk on their 
holy ground because—" 


Lora's answer was interrupted as Donikah, her horse, 
came galloping back toward our group with a loud, 
almost annoyed sounding whinny, the unmistakable 
scent of Rusuy was coming from him and I saw that 
there was a bundle of greenish colored rope hanging 
from his mouth. 


Then I saw the reason for the obvious annoyance of 
Donikah, there was another horse chasing him, and 
she—I could tell from her scent—was trying to grab 
the ropes from him, galloping ahead of him and 
cutting across his path so that he had to swerve away 
suddenly to avoid a collision. 


Donikah snorted and skidded to a stop as the mare 
stopped stubbornly in front of him, refusing to move, 
and they starred at each other, the female seeming to 
almost smile in excitement. 


Suddenly Donikah reared up on his hind legs and 
lashed out with his hooves, whinnying, and I gasped 
in fear for the mare, but she just darted to the side 
and stood there, looking at him, her cream colored 
mane fluttering in the wind, and I noticed that she 


was almost pure white, but for single a black spot on 
her flank. 


Lora stood up and whistled, holding her hand out 
toward her horse. He shook his mane and walked 
toward us, cautiously, as he if didn't want to provoke 
the spirited mare again. 


Donikah was only a few paces away from Lora when 
the mare suddenly came galloping toward him at such 
speeds that I was sure she was going to crash into 
him. 

I closed my eyes as the mare thundered closer, my 
heart racing, and I felt Fell's comforting hand on my 
Shoulder. He knew how afraid of horses I was. 


A sudden high, almost howl-like sound split the air, 
startling me and making my eyes fly open just as the 
mare skidded to a stop, her ears perked up and her 
nostrils flared. The people that had been watching the 
two horses starred in surprise, apparently, Maikaro 
had never listened to anyone before. 


I saw understanding and affection flicker deep in 
Maikaro's dark black eyes for a second before I 
turned to who she was looking at. 

It was D'naal. 

Lora smiled, "Well, it looks like that solves one of our 
horse problems; congratulations, D'naal, Maikaro has 
chosen you to be her rider." 


End of Chapter Sixteen. 
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Nightfall was approaching fast. The call to move on 
had sounded only moments after D'naal discovered 
that he now had a horse. 


We had immediately packed up the blanket of jewelry 
and Alizbek carried it to my own personal carriage (it 
had been used for food but was now empty, and the 
Lyetta insisted that I use it) and placed the blanket on 
the table inside, along with a small woven basket full 
of the beads that we had managed to pick out. 


Fell tried to delay his leaving for as long as he could, 
he even ran alongside the carriages when they began 
to move forward, while I watched out the window. 
Soon though, he grew tired and slowly came to a halt 
as the last carriage passed him by. He stood there, a 
dark speck in the distance, as the sun god threw his 
golden rays upon the world, waking it from its 
slumber. 


An old poem tugged at the edges of my mind as | 
watch my twin brother disappear on the horizon, but I 
couldn't remember it fully, no matter how hard I 
concentrated. 


Sighing, I moved away from the window and sat at 
the table. The wind was playing in and out of the 
carriage through the windows, ruffling my hair and 
sending goosebumps across my skin. But I didn't want 
to close them; they still carried the scents of home, 


and I wasn't going to leave them behind just yet. 


Starring at the beads and strands of Rusuy in front of 
me, I yawned and began to string the beads onto the 
thread. After a few minutes my head began to nod 
and my eyes slipped shut involuntarily. 


My hand slid across the desk, knocking over the small 
basket and scattering the beads across the table 
before I awoke with a start. 


Sighing, I stood up, and stumbled to the bed in the 
corner and fell gratefully onto it. Truth be told, it 
wasn't really a bed, just a large pile of furs that had 
been hastily piled there for my use until an unused 
bed could be found. I didn't mind. 


My eyes closed one last time before I fell into 
dreaming. 


"Where are you?" The voice whispered, and I looked 
around. Darkness, the chill of distant winds that I was 
unable to feel. 


"—! Where are you? I can't see, I...I cant feel 
anything...—!" The voice choked on the name again, 
unable to utter the few simple syllables. 


I stood and the scream escaped, "—! Help me —! I 
can't see..." The voice trailed off and I fell to my 
knees in the darkness, and the voice whispered with 
its last breath before I fell sideways, my head sliding 
to the dark ground silently, "Where are you?" 


I was back at the Clan's clearing, it was summer, the 
sun beat down on my skin harshly, and I raised a hand 
to shade my eyes. Rakill stood in front of me; her 
midnight black hair cut short and braided with little 


red strings hanging down, and on each of the strings 
was a single tiny figure carved out of bone that I 
couldn't quite focus on. She starred at my face, and 
then walked forward, her mouth opening to speak. 


I backed away, fear thrilling in my veins, but she 
walked right past me, her face screwed up against 
the bright sunlight. "Alkkar!" she called, her voice a 
rising through the air likes the wings of a bird, 
"Alkkar, the hunters have spotted people approaching 
from the north, two humans on horseback." 


An unfamiliar voice replied from somewhere behind 
me. 


I couldn't move my feet to look. "Call them back, the 
humans have sent a message ahead of them." There 
was a screech and a brown and red hawk flew right 
over our heads, an animal skin clutched in its talons. 


"Very well, Alkkar," Rakill replied, and the 
background faded away as she turned toward me, her 
eyes locking onto mine for the first time, the green of 
her irises sparkling like emeralds in the sunlight, 
"Well" she said, "Where are you, Echo?" 


The dream shifted as Rakill and the soothing summer 
air disappeared into darkness, and then I was falling. 


At first I couldn't glimpse anything other than the 
darkness that seemed to surround my soul, then I 
opened my eyes, though I had never closed them, and 
I saw the dark blue sky as it rushed past, distant dark 
grey clouds looming closer as I plummeted to the 
ground. 


As I passed through the clouds, the moisture chilled 


me to the bone and I opened my mouth to scream—a 
second before I hit the ground. 


My eyes snapped open—just as my arm flew out to the 
side, to stop my terrifying fall through the sky—and 
Slammed painfully into the wooden wall of the 
carriage. 


Letting out a hiss, I sat up and held my sore elbow in 
my hand, a growl of pain escaping my lips as I saw 
that a bruise was already starting to form. 


I looked around the carriage—my carriage now—and 
my eyebrows knit. Last night—or yesterday morning, 
I couldn't be sure—the room had been a wreck, but 
now it was perfect, the beads had been picked up and 
put back in their basket, and all of the other little 
things had been cleaned up. 


I blushed silently, staring around me, not so much at 
the fact that someone had been in here while I was 
Sleeping, so much as the fact that they had cleaned; | 
was a guest, and I shouldn't need someone else to 
clean up after me. 


The carriages, meanwhile, had come to a slow, halting 
stop. 


I heard a soft knock and turned toward the door, 
"Echo?" a soft voiced called from outside, I didn't 
recognize the voice, but I heard the friendly note in 
the way that they said my name and I walked toward 
the door to open it. 


An unfamiliar Lyetta girl was there to show me to the 
food carriage, where, she told me, the cooks were 
preparing a feast in my honor. 


I went back into the cabin, with the intent of taking 
one of the crystals with me, but when the girl saw me 
pick it up, she waved her hand and gestured for me to 
put it back. "You will not need that." she said, her 
voice sounding a little strange, it was as if she were 
speaking through her nose. She didn't tell me her 
name. 


Being the Aklan of the Aloria and daughter of the 
avatar of Caersiph, the girl told me, they thought that 
I should have every convenience at their disposal. 


The girl could not apologize enough for the sparsely 

furnished carriage that I had been given, she assured 
me that the King and Queen themselves would be the 
ones to supply me with a bed fit for one of my status. 


I tried to explain that it wasn't necessary, but I didn't 
have any of the beads with me, and she didn't seem to 
even notice that I was trying to communicate with 
her. She seemed to afraid to even look me in the eye 
and meet my gaze. She was always staring at her feet. 


She led me in silence a little ways away from the 
caravan to where more Lyetta were busily preparing 
food in cooking pots and coal beds. A large wooden 
table had been set up, and I wondered how they had 
managed to fit it into any of the carriages; it was 
atleast ten-three-times paces long and about ten 
paces wide. 


My guide showed me to my seat, at the far end of the 
table and to the side, the three seats at the end were 
reserved for the King and Queen, and their daughter. 
I was told without even having the chance to ask that 


D'naal would be sitting across from me. 


I saw then that I was not the first to arrive, there 
were many other people already sitting at the long 
table, and more joined them as the sun rose higher 
above the horizon, 


I moved toward my chair, the one that was to the 
right of the three large chairs, and as I did, I realized 
how the table had been fitted into the carriages; it 
was not one single thing, but a collection of small 
stool-like tables with tall legs. The inside edges of the 
stools were carved in a way that they fit together 
perfectly, to create a solid structure. I saw all this 
through the huge piece of green and brown cloth that 
had been thrown across the entire thing to catch the 
food or drinks that fell. 


I sat down on the chair. It was made of wood but it 
was comfortable enough, the strange symbols that 
had been carved into it—and into the other chairs as 
well, I noticed—seemed to radiate calmness that 
immediately put me at ease. 


I was studying the symbols when I heard footsteps 
that were slowly becoming familiar approaching from 
the line of carriages. It was D'naal. He sat down 
across from me and smiled. "I see you're finally 
awake, you slept through the entire day and night." 


I nodded, and then wondered in confusion why the 
girl that had showed me here had said that I wouldn't 
need the crystal. If I was going to sit next to the King 
and Queen, wouldn't I need to be able to talk to them? 
What if they asked me a question? How was I 


Supposed to answer them? 


My question was answered when D'naal noticed 
something about the chairs. He was looking at the 
arm rests, examining the end of it carefully, "Echo, 
look," he said, "there's tiny little holes in the wood, 
and I think—hmmm..." 


I looked at him curiously. 


Can you hear me? The voice inside my head didn't 
startle me like it had the first time, and I put my hand 
over the arm of the chair, feeling the little tiny holes 
in the wood that must have had the Saykala crystals 
in them. 


Yes. This is amazing! I didn't think they would have so 
many things that use the crystals! I wonder why 
they're in the chairs? 


Maybe they use them so they can talk to 
everyone at once, the people at the other end 
wouldn't be able to hear anyone up here if they 
just talked normally; they'd have to shout to be 
heard at both ends. 


You're right, I said, thinking about it. Do you know 
What kind of food they make? That was my first 
Celebration, so I've never tried it before. 


Haha, D'naal laughed, wait till you try the food 
then, I'm sure you'll love it...why was that your 
first Celebration? Didn't you go before? Or did 
your family not let you? 

They didn't let me. I guess they were ashamed of me 


or something, and they didn't want me to be seen. I 
said, feeling the stirrings of anger deep in the back of 


my mind. 
There was silence for a few minutes while we were 
both wrapped up in our own thoughts. 


",..Echo?"D'naal's voice was hesitant, as if he thought 
what he was about to say might anger me. 


Yes? I asked carefully, looking at him. 


"Why—why did your family think you were unsentient, 
I know it was partly because your clan's Healer told 
everyone that, but I didn't believe it, and neither did 
Queen Ventarai, so why did everyone in your clan 
accept it so readily?" 


How did you know that the Queen didn't believe it? I 
asked, narrowing my eyes against the glare of the sun 
as it floated above the horizon, setting the world 
around us ablaze as more people drifted over from 
the carriages. 


A soft gently breeze swept through the air, bringing 
the scent of morning dew and carrying the sounds of 
water and the smell of a small brook that was 
somewhere in the distance. 


"One of the Lyetta told me, but I forget his name, he 
said that the Queen wanted to confront the Aloria, but 
your Healer told the truth before she could. Did you 
know that their King, Malmon, can't talk either?" 

I looked at him sharply, my eyes widening in disbelief 
and surprise. What? What do you mean? I heard him 
talk while they were making their bridge! 


“Yes, that's why I wanted to tell you, he has this 
snake, it's like his familiar or something, and it talks 


for him! He doesn't need to use the crystals like you 
do, he just tells the snake what to say with his mind 
and it says it, and it can change its voice to match 
what his would be." 


But I didn't see any snake...1 said, trailing off in 
confusion. Wait, how do you know this? 


“The same person who told me about the Queen, oh 
what was his name...what was it...oh yeah! His name 
was Keaurti, he's one of the King and Queen's 
servants, they bought him from a slave trader on the 
southern continent, and they said he was free to 
travel with them to wherever he wanted, and that 
they would give him some money so he could get 
started on making a new life when he found the right 
town or city he wanted ot move into. 


“But he says he enjoys traveling with the Lyetta, and 
he volunteered to be a servant, and he gets paid a lot, 
and he sells clothes too, when they stop to trade; 
apparently he's one of the best weavers they've seen. 
I heard he's getting married soon, and that this feast 
is part of the celebration." 


"Actually," a new voice interrupted, it came from a 
tall, regal looking man who sat a few chairs down 
from us. 


"I hope you don't mind me interrupting you, but I 
couldn't help overhearing your conversation." He said 
politely before continuing, "this feast is to celebrate a 
lot of different things; your joining us on our journey 
south, Keaurti's wedding, and my son, he's getting 
married soon too." A smile lit up the man's face as he 


Said the last part. 


“Congratulations. Who's your son?" D'naal asked 
back. 


"Oh, you might have met him," he said turning to me, 
“Actually, I think he was one of the ones that found 
you, Aklan, after you were attacked by the Halaku." 


Kardo? | asked, hoping that the man could hear me. 
Apparently he could, because he answered right back, 
his smile widening in pride. 

"Yes, that's right, I cant wait to see the look on his 
face when I announce the toast, he doesn't know this 
is also for him you see." He said laughing. 


D'naal smiled, laughing quietly, and the man turned 
away from us to greet a woman that was walking 
toward the table, probably his wife, leaving us to turn 
back to our old conversation. 


Where did the King get his snake from, did Keaurti 
tell you? | asked him, curious and a bit jealous— 
however strange that may seem—of the King. 


"No, he didn't have time. I'll ask him the next time I 
see him." he said, looking apologetic. 


I nodded my head in assent, then looked up in 
Surprise, the white-haired princess of the Lyetta was 
walking toward the table, from the direction of the 
woods, dressed in elegant dark green leather hunting 
gear. 

A bow hung across her one shoulder, and balanced on 
the other, was a long wooden pike, and hanging from 
the pike were baskets. Donikah followed behind her, 


his white mane sparkling in the sunlight as he 
appeared like a ghost out of the shadow-filled woods. 


Immediately, several of the Lyetta who had been 
cooking ran over to greet her and take the baskets. 
She handed them a rabbit, already skinned and 
gutted, and they took it gratefully and put it over the 
fire on a spit. 


My mouth began to water when the smells of the 
cooking meat wafted over towards the table from the 
cooking area a few minutes later. 


The table was almost full now; only a few seats were 
still empty, including the ones for the King and 
Queen. Lora was missing too, after handing the cooks 
all of the food she had gathered she had jumped onto 
Donikah and galloped back into the forest. 


I wondered how long we would have to wait to eat. I 
was getting very hungry. 

But it was only a few minutes later when the last of 
the chairs filled up around us, and I saw someone 
whisper something to the man who we had been 
talking to before and then walk back to the carriages. 
The man stood and greeted everyone. He and his wife 
were the closest people to the thrones besides us. I 
assumed that meant that he was important. 


The man waited until everyone had stopped talking 
before he began. 


"IT am deeply sorry to say that the royal family will not 
be attending today's feast, I am told that they are 

planning some surprise for us all later today, and they 
cannot apologize enough for their absence. They hope 


that our guests can forgive them, and they hope the 
food will be just as good as we expected." 


Someone added in an whisper, "how can it not be, 
with Jalia cooking it?" and several people laughed as 
the man clapped his hands, and several servants 

came over, each of them carrying large silver plates of 
food. 


The man smiled, "And, as the monks say on the 
southern continent, 'May the gods look down upon us 
and smile, blessing this meal and giving us the 
hunger that will keep it from going to waste." 

And, as the Aloria say, we dug in. 


End of Chapter Seventeen. 


Chapter 18: ChapterXVIII 


Chapter XIX 
Created on 28/01/2011 06:14:00 
3rd PoV 


Far, far away to the east, a bird sat in a tree. The tree 
was a Sacred pine, and all of its branches had been 
painted dark red, the color of blood. The color of the 
earth. 


The bird sat there for a few moments, preening her 
colorfully dyed feathers. A twig cracked in the forest 
below, starting the bird slightly, and she peered closer 
at the surrounding forest. 


Then the distant howl of a wolf pack rose in the sky 


and quivered there, almost like it was waiting for 
something to happen, before it faded away to silence. 


The bird starred in the direction of the howling fora 
second before she slowly spread her wings, letting 
the brisk autumn wind ruffle her feathers, before she 
launched herself into the void. 


The bird glided gracefully to the ground—some 
hundred paces below her roost—and landed on a log 
before folding her wings about herself like a cloak 
and dipping her beak respectfully to the large 
weathered statue that stood before it. 


It was carved out of Searock, the bright green stone 
that had been taken out of the bottom of the ocean by 
the Dal'Kanta. It was thousands of years old. 


It was carved into the rough shape of a large eagle, 
with flames around her wings—the sacred Phoenix, 
worshipped by the people that lived by the sea for her 
healing powers. 


It was said that if you had one of her feathers, 
whatever illness or injury you had would be cured 
instantly. 


It was also said that it had been carved by Mukorlo, 
who was a son of Sarrja—one of the few fully human 
children of the sun god—and he had also been the 
person that built the Temple of Wind, on the Hebble 
Mountains, where the monks trained their children in 
the reading of the ancient languages and began their 
education in healing majyk. 


The bird sat in front of the statue for only a few 
moments before a sudden, otherworldly sound 


Slashed through the air like a knife. It was the sound 
of a hunting horn. 


Without looking back, the bird took off into the sky. 
She flew as high as she dared before looking back 
down again. 


The humans that had been hunting her had come to 
the clearing, their dogs began to howl and snarl as 
the caught her scent on the log near the statue. 


One of the humans snarled something in their strange 
language and held its sword up, pointing to the sky, at 
the bird, where she floated on the wind. The human 
laughed, so loud that the noise carried all the way up 
to the bird's ears, sending a shiver of fear through her 
heart. 


Then the human swung out with the sword, slamming 
she into the sacred statue and sending it crashing to 
the ground, where it split in half, shattering on a rock 
that had been sticking of the ground. 


The bird let out a cry of horror as she saw the broken 
fragments of the statue, and all the bird wanted to do 
was to dive down and attack the humans until they 
screamed for mercy. They had raided her home, 
attacked her family, and now this. They would pay, 
and so she did what she wanted to do. 


With a shriek of rage, the bird flapped her wings, 
angling herself downwards, before she folded them 
tight across her back and let herself drop out of the 
sky, her eyes murderous. 


The humans were shouting, rushing into the trees and 
untying the ropes around the dogs' throats as the 


Savage canines strained toward the sky, the promise 
of meat making saliva run down their jaws. They 
hadn't been fed in a week, just so they would attack 
anything that moved. 


The bird slowed slightly as she neared the starving 
dogs, and at the last minute, she spread her wings 
wide, stopping herself from crashing into the ground. 
She was well out of reach of the dogs' jaws, and she 
let out a loud angry call and with a sudden flash of 
her wings she was heading into the woods, toward the 
humans. 


Their dogs were not her enemies, and it wasn't their 
fault, they were so thin she could see their ribs 
poking out of heir sides. 


The humans screamed and shouted as they saw the 
bird coming toward them, eyes murderous and talons 
outstretched to grab them. Her wingspan was longer 
than they were tall, and her body was atleast as large. 


With a scream of fear and pain, one of the humans fell 
under her rage, and the bird screamed in triumph as 
her claws dug into the man's arms while he called for 
help. 


But the dogs were coming, and the bird couldn't kill 
the man, she had never killed anyone before, so she 
lifted her wings and rose into the sky to chase after 
the other humans. 


She could see them, running through the forest 
below, like mice they seemed to the bird, screaming 
and running every which way to escape. 


The bird narrowed her eyes in anger and once again 


tucked her wings in and dived toward the ground, fast 
as lightning. 

But then another flash of lightning, with feathers blue 
as the sky, streaked toward the bird and hit her 
sideways, just as she was about to enter the treetops, 
halting her rapid descent but doing no harm. 


The bird rounded on the newcomer and was about to 
lash out with her talons when she stopped in surprise. 


Bluejay! She cried out in shock, recognizing the huge 
blue bird that hovered in the air front of she as her 
mate. J thought you were dead! 


Ocean! I've been searching everywhere for you, are 
you Okay? Bluejay cried, his blue feathers reflecting 
the sun as it rose ever higher in the sky. 


I'm okay, but those humans wont be when I'm 
through with them! They will pay for what they did to 
us! 


Never mind that now, Ocean, we've got to get out of 
here! I managed to get Melbail out before they came, 
she's safe but we have to find the others! 

Melbail? Where is she? The bird screamed, concern 
and alarm for her newly hatched daughter lighting up 
in her heart. She had thought she was the only one 
left. 


She's at the gorge, I left her there to find you— 


You left her there, alone?! The bird's voice rose as she 
imagined what could happen to her daughter, all 
alone in a strange place. 


Of course not, I found a falcon, she will take care of 


her until we get back. Bluejay said soothingly, but we 
must go, there are humans here! 


Once again Ocean interrupted her mate. 


I know, I just attacked one of them, he's unconscious, 
I hope his dogs eat him! Ocean screamed looking 
toward the ground to where the man's body lay, and 
She hissed as she saw another human kneel by the 
man. 


Ocean, we must leave now! You don't understand, it's 
about Melbail! Bluejay cried, and Ocean looked at 
him, terror in her heart. What happened? She said. 


When the humans came, I managed to save her from 
the fire, but not before...not before one of them 
stomped on her wing, its broken, and without a 
proper Healer... 


He trailed off as they both felt the horror—without a 
healer, Melbail's wing couldn't be fixed properly, she 
might never be able to fly. Suddenly determination 
steeled itself in Ocean as she looked down at the 
humans, the same ones who had attacked her 
daughter. 


Ocean, wait! Bluejay cried, seeing the look in her 
eyes, but it was too late, and this time he couldn't 
stop her. 


Ocean fell toward the humans like a comet, her long 
tail feathers seeming to glow in the sunlight like a 
star, her talons were clutched to her chest, but as 
soon as she got close enough she was going to rip out 
their eyes for crippling her daughter. 


But this time they were ready for her, the man wasn't 


unconscious, he was pretending, and he had told the 
other one what she had done. It was a trap. 


As soon as Ocean was within range, the man that was 
kneeling suddenly revealed the short bow that he had 
hidden, an arrow already knocked and ready to fire. 
Then he released the taut string, sending the arrow 
flying with horrifying precision. 

And as she began to fall, already slipping into pain- 
induced unconsciousness, her pure white feathers 
sparkled iridescently in the bright sunlight. And her 
blue eyes closed, maybe fore the final time, and a 
larger shadow fell on the man who had fired the bow, 
and he looked up, terror filling his heart. It was 
Bluejay. 

And he could kill the humans. 


And as the human's last breaths left his body, in the 
clearing where the humans had found Ocean, the 
stone Phoenix's head lay on the ground, and its eyes 
carved out of the Searock seemed to be alive. Then 
they glowed with the color of fire, and the head 
shook. Splinters of stone fell away until the thing 
inside the head was revealed. 


It was a small egg, covered in shimmering swirls of 
gold and red, but it was only the size of a robin's egg, 
and as it lay there, unprotected, a rabbit suddenly 
came bounding out of the forest. It saw the egg and it 
froze mid-step, its whiskers twitching, alert for any 
Sign of danger. 


When nothing happened, the rabbit moved closer, 
step-by-step, until its nose was just inches away from 


the tiny egg. 

It tilted its head to the side, its large ears flopping 
down over its eyes, and after looking the egg over 
completely, it saw that there was no immediate 
danger and reached out with a trembling paw and 
poked it gently so that it rolled over in the grass. 


The rabbit jerked back in surprise, the paw that it had 
touched the egg with was stinging slightly, almost as 
if it had been burnt, but then the slight pain receded, 
and a new clarity entered the rabbit's mind as it 
looked at its paw. The soft pad on the underside was 
now covered in swirls of gold and red, almost as if it 
had been pained that way. And the rabbit knew 
without knowing how, that the colors would stay there 
forever. 


The rabbit looked from its paw to the egg and then 
back again before it made a decision. 


End of Chapter Eighteen. 


Chapter 19: Chapter XIX 


Chapter XIX 
Created on 30/01/2011 09:38:00 
Echo PoV 


The food was delicious; it was like nothing I had ever 
eaten before, I tried a piece of some type of fruit that 
was green on the outside and pink on the inside that 
was So juicy I had to wide it from my mouth with my 


hand, but it was the best fruit I had ever tasted. When 
I asked what it was called, Kardo's father told me that 
it was called a Jamonas. 


It was from a plant that only grew on an island in the 
middle of the sea that they visited when they were 
going to the southern continent, which I learned was 
called Nesentai, named after the goddess of ice's twin 
daughters, Nesa and Tai, who were the goddess of 
Spring. 

The meat that was passed down the table to where 
D'naal and I sat had a smoky flavor that I just loved, 
though I didn't quite like the sauce on the side, its 
flavor was a bit too tart for me. 


But that was the only fault I had found so far. 


After D'naal and I had eaten a bit of each of the 
platters nearest to us, the rest of the Lyetta began to 
eat too, and I saw, at the far end of the table, Kardo 
sitting with a large group of people that appeared to 
be his friends, they were all male, and they burst into 
sudden, loud laughter as someone told an apparently 
hilarious joke. 


Closer to us, just a few seats down, was a group of 
women. They were all conversing in the language that 
most of the Lyetta spoke, so I couldn't tell what they 
were saying, but they kept glancing down the table at 
the men, smiling at them and giggling. I assumed that 
one of them was the one being married to Kardo. 


"Echo, you have to try this!" D'naal said, drawing my 
attention back to the food. 


He held out to me in one hand what appeared to be a 


green, orange and purple seashell—I had only seen 
seashells before on the necklaces that the other 
Aloria bought from the Lyetta, and that was after the 
Traders had left, and I was brought back from where 
ever I had been hidden away, so I wasn't really sure— 
and it was stuffed with a light almost fluffy sort of 
paste that I thought might be cheese. In his other 
hand he held another seashell thing, but this one had 
a large bite taken out of it...out of the shell. 


I looked at it quizzically, then raised my eyebrow to 
D'naal. Umm... 


The man that had made the speech earlier laughed as 
he saw my expression, and his wife leaned over, 
closer to us, and patted my hand with a dark blue 
gloved hand that was the same color as the almost 
robe-like dress she was wearing. "It's not a real 
seashell dear, its made of bread, and dyed with berry 
juice. Please, try it, it's quite good, I'm sure you'll love 
it, your majesty." She said smiling kindly. I smiled 
back. 


Please, I said, sending my thoughts toward her, I 
knew she would be able to hear me because her other 
hand was resting on the arm of her chair, and she 
wasn't wearing a glove on that hand, Call me Echo, 
I'm not used to such...respect, no one's ever called 
me ‘princess’ or 'your majesty' before, they only 
called my mother and brother by their titles, not me. 


The woman seemed shocked, and I knew that she 
was, because I felt it in my own mind, not as if it were 
my own emotion, but I just, I don't know, Anew that 
She was shocked. I couldn't really explain it. 


“But—but that's...why would they do that?" she asked, 
her eyes wide in confusion, and her mate was paying 
attention now too; with one hand he was scooping 
food onto his plate and he held the other on the arm 
of his chair, fingers clasped over the tiny crystals 
ingrained into the wood. 


I saw D'naal look at me from the corner of my eye, his 
blue eyes that were so much like mine were widened 
a little in concern. 


It—it was because they thought I was unsentient, 
because I cant talk... didn't you hear Cloud at the 
Celebration? She was the one that told everyone that 
I was unsentient, even thought she knew I wasn't, she 
confessed at the Celebration, then Caersiph came— 


Suddenly my vision went black, and then I was falling. 


Voices whispered into my mind as I fell, but I wasn't 
falling, I wasn't anything, I was nothing, and there 
was nothing around me, but the voices. All I felt was 
the sensation of falling, as the voices around me sang 
their darkened hymn in an ever-repeating chant. 


The words went on forever, and they seemed to be 
burned into my very consciousness. Then there was a 
flash of light so bright that I was blinded by the 
intensity of it. 


And I was in the meadow again, the sunlight shining 
down on everything, and everything blurred to a 
millions colors as the world spun, and I fell slowly to 
the ground, my eyes wide and starring as a single 
lock of my rainbow-shimmering hair fell in front of my 
eyes, the colorful wind twirling it through its invisible 


fingers. 


And then Caersiph was kneeling down in front of me, 
his hands clenched as fists on the ground, only his 
knuckles touching the iridescent soil, his voice rising 
into a whisper as the wind glowed bright green for a 
single instant before it began to wave, its colors 
blending into one another, till the very air itself was 
black as coal, and we were surrounded by absolute 
darkness. 


My mouth opened of its own accord, the words 
forming on my silent lips, but then Caersiph looked 
up, and his eyes were— 


The scream filled the air around me, and I heard 
voices calling my name, but the sounds were so loud 
that I couldn't understand any of it, and it felt as if my 
mind would shatter from the sheer pain of it. 


And very suddenly, the voices became words, and the 
words began to have meaning, and the pain was 
Slowly ebbed away with each call of the one repeated 
word that the voices were crying over and over again, 
almost in unison: my name. 


They called me by many different names, Highness, 
Majesty, Aklan, Princess, Echo. Some of the words I 
couldn't understand, Seyraija, Korotopu, Twyr-La- 
Kapa, but all of them were my name. Then I realized 
that I was the one screaming. 


I felt strong arms wrap around me and pick me up, as 
easily as a child, and I felt the wind rush past me as 
whoever was carrying me ran, and I felt and heard 
the thunder of feet as everyone else followed, some 


running ahead to find the person they called 
Seytukora. 


Then everything went black, but not the same 
darkness as before, not nothing though, just... 
darkness. 
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When I came to, I was surrounded by people, and 


from their scent, I could tell that they were all 
women. 

They were all whispering a chant, a prayer, in some 
language that I had never heard before. 

I couldn't open my eyes to see. 

I was lying on what felt like a stone table, and it was 
very uncomfortable, there were bums and dips 
everywhere, and my muscles were aching, so I knew 
that I had been lying here for a very long time. 


I tried to move, to call out, but my body seemed dead 
to my directions, and it lay there, limp, almost as if I 
were dead. and it seemed to me that I was floating 
somewhere over my body, behind my head, though I 
couldn't see anything to confirm it. 


A sudden thought occurred to me, bringing with it so 
much terror that my mind was sent reeling, and I 
fought with all my strength to move my arms and 
legs, the thought the only thing in my mind: what if I 
was dead? 


Suddenly through my terror stricken daze, I heard 
one of the women stand up. The chant grew louder, 
and the words were different now, coming faster and 
getting even louder, blurring together until there was 
nothing but the noise. 


This did nothing but accentuated my terror, and my 
mind was filled with a scream of fear so loud that I 
was sure that the wind itself could hear it. 


Then the scream became real—and when I tried to sit 
up and open my eyes, I did, and so quick and so 
sudden was the movement that my vision went dark, 
and I fell backwards again, bracing myself to slam 
back down onto the stone table. My heartbeat oddly 
steady for the terror I had been feeling just moments 
ago. 

But someone caught me, and when my vision slowly 
reappeared, I saw that it was an older woman with 
graying hair. Her eyes were the color of storm clouds, 
and they were grave but kind, and when she spoke, 
her voice was calm and the words were soft. My 


terror slowly began to abate. 


“You are safe now, my dear. You just need to rest, you 
were gone for so long, I almost didn't think we would 
be able to bring you back, but that doesn't matter 
now, you must rest." 


She said, and I suddenly realized that my body was 
growing heavy with tiredness. 


My head slowly began to nod, and a second before my 
eyes slipped closed, someone whispered—in a voice 
that I was sure they didn't think I could hear, "Why 
didn't anyone tell us she had the ability? Oh I should 
have known, she's the Wind God's daughter, but she 
should have told us, we could have—" 


Then a sharper voice interrupted her, "hush now, 
Rebreecot!" 


And then my head fell forward onto my chest, and I 
was swept away into the blissful eternity that is 
dreamless sleep. 
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I realized slowly that I was awake, and that I was 
lying on a bed, the most comfortable bed that I had 
ever slept in. But it took me even longer to realize 
that I was back in my carriage, and that the Lyetta 
had given me a real bed, just as they had promised. 


I breathed in deeply through my nose, and the smell 
of dew registered in my mind. It was either early 
morning, or very late at night. But, seeing as how cold 
it was, I figured that it was night. 


The carriage was moving fast, and I heard the 
heartbeats of four horses as they pulled it over the 
land, and the heartbeat of someone riding on another 
horse that was following behind. 


But I could also hear someone's heartbeat, and the 
slow steady rise and fall of their breathing, who ever 
it was was fast asleep. 


I sat up, slowly this time, and looked around. My eyes 
were already adjusted to the dark, and I saw in the 
silver gloom the person who was supposed to be 
watching me. 


They were sitting in a chair, but their head had fallen 
forward as they slept, so I couldn't see the face. But I 
could see the hair, it had been transformed to dark 
silver in the dimness, a stark contrast to its usual 
snow-white shimmer, but it was also too long to be 
D'naal's. It was Lora. 


I yawned quietly and swung my legs over the side of 
the bed, noticing as I did that the floor was now 
carpeted with furs. 


Standing up, I realized that the carriage I was in 
wasn't my own; it was larger, almost as large as the 
one that the King and Queen slept in, but it was 
longer, whereas theirs was wider than the other 
carriages. 


As I stood there, I realized with not much shock at all 


that I was starving, and my throat was as dry as if I 
hadn't drinken in a moon. 


Then I noticed that, on the small table next to the 
Sleeping Lora, was a little vial full of an odd, cloudy 
liquid. But more importantly, there was a big wooden 
plate with a large loaf of bread and a hunk of dried 
meat sitting on it. 


Tiptoeing as quietly as I could toward the table, I 
reached out with one hand and was about to grab the 
loaf of bread when Lora's eyes snapped open and her 
arm lashed out and grabbed my wrist. 


I let out an involuntary cry and jerked backwards, and 
She released my wrist and stood up. 


"Oh, sorry..." she said, noticing my wide eyes and 
smiling apologetically, "you scared me." 


She reached over and took the vial and held it out to 
me. I starred at it in confusion. What...? 


“You have to drink this before you eat anything." She 
said, "Otherwise you'll be sick, you were gone for 
almost a day..." she trailed off and watched as I took 
the vial from her, took out the stopper, and gulped it 
down. It had a strange, almost watery taste that 
didn't help my thirstiness at all. 


I reached out for the bread again, then looked at her 
for permission. She nodded, and grabbed it, ripped off 
a piece, and stuffed it into my mouth. It wasn't like 
the bread that we made at the camp, it had more 
flavor, and it was almost sweet. 


In only a few minutes, I had devoured the bread and 
there was only a little bit of the meat left. Lora was 


still watching me, but she had sat back down in the 
chair again. 


"Echo..." she said suddenly, and I looked up. "Echo, 
where did you go?" she asked, reaching out her hand 
toward mine, it was gloved in green leather, and on 
Side opposite the palm there were many tiny little 
Saykala crystals sewn in. I put my hand on top of it. 


I don't even know what I did...when I woke up, there 
were people talking, an old woman said that I had 
‘the ability'...what did she mean? What ability? What 
did I do? 


Lora looked surprised, and she leaned back, though 
She kept her hand under mine, "You mean you don't 
know?" she asked, and I shook my head. 


“Well, some people are born it with, some have to 
learn, but my people call it Kaishu's Sight, because 
Kaishu-Sora was the first one to ever have it, and—" 


Who's Kaishu-Sora? I asked, cutting her off. 


“You don't know that either?" She asked, a bit 
incredulous, which annoyed me not just a little. 


“Well he was a demigod, and he protected the village 
that was named after his father, Hamerston, who was 
the old god of water. The village was called Hamr— 
but you don't need to know the whole story, only that 
Kaishu-Sora was given the gift of the sight by his 
father so he could protect his people when they were 
attacked." 


Yes, but what does it do? 1 asked, for some reason 
starting to get really irritated. 


Lora looked at me, sensing my aggravation, "It lets 
you see things that are far off, maybe in the past, 
maybe in the present, or even the future, your soul 
leaves your body and it travels to wherever it is that 
you need to see, but sometimes the soul can't find its 
way back..." 


And? 


“The body starts to die...that's why they had you laid 
out on the stone table, it was meant to be 
uncomfortable so that your body would feel 
something ,and the soul could find it again. It's almost 
as if you are trying to keep the body from falling 
asleep." 


Oh... I said, for lack of something better to say. 


"So, what did you see?" she asked, holding her hand 
up and pushing the curtain out of the way a little so 
She could look out. 


It was night all right, the sky was dark and there 
wasn't a cloud or star in the sky that I could see from 
the little triangle that I could see out of the window. 
Lora quickly pulled it shut again as a little draft of 
cold air came whistling into the carriage, bringing 
with it the smell of the horses and the cold night air. 
I... don't really remember, there were voices, and 
they were saying something...I was in the meadow 
with Caersiph again and he said something... 

I broke off, suddenly feeling dizzy, and I raised my 
hands to my head and rubbed my temples with my 
fingertips. It didn't help even a little. 


“What meadow? What do you mean, Echo?" Lora 


asked sharply, her voice cutting through my 
lightheadedness like a knife. 


When Caersiph came to the Celebration, he touched 
my shoulder, and we went somewhere, it was a 
meadow, and my hair was sparkling with all of the 
colors, and he told me something, and said he was 
sorry...I think...but I cant remember what he told 
me... 


I trailed off, then shouted mentally: Why can't I 
remember?! 


Lora looked at me steadily for a few moment, then 
she sighed and stood up and walked toward the 
carriage door as she called outside for the horses to 
stop. The carriage jerked suddenly to a halt as she 
opened the door and turned to me. "Get some sleep, 
I'm sure you'll feel better in the morning, its not that 
late yet, Sarrja only went below the horizon to the sea 
a few hours ago" 


I starred after her, and even after she had closed the 
door I was still looking in that direction, pondering 
how she had mentioned Sarrja's kingdom under the 
sea, which, for some strange and unimaginable 
reason, seemed oddly important. 


Then I went back to the bed, realizing that although I 
had slept for a day, I was exhausted. 


End of Chapter Nineteen. 
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I didn't sleep long before I woke up, my mind 
recoiling in fear from a dream that hovered at the 
edges of my mind, refusing to reveal itself to my 
memory, no matter how hard I tried. 


Eventually though, I was able to fall asleep again, and 
this time, thankfully, it was a dreamless sleep. 


When I awoke in the morning, I felt refreshed and 
tired at the same time, it was one of those times 
where it feels like you've only just fallen asleep, but 
you've actually been asleep for hours. 


I sat up slowly, feeling the unsteady rock of the 
carriage as it moved over the uneven ground, and 
then threw off the fox fur that I had been using a 
blanket—and instantly regretted it. The air inside the 
carriage was bitterly cold, and I felt a wave of 
goosebumps roll up my arms, tingling the skin fora 
few seconds before they disappeared. 


I went to the table and picked up my bracelet and 
Slipped it on. I'd realized that it had been finished for 
me only a few seconds after I had woken up. 


Opening the door, I barely took a second to make sure 
no one was in the way before I launched myself out of 
it, shifting in mid-air into my other form, my paws 
hitting the almost frozen grass and crunching quietly 
as I turned around. 


My carriage was the last in the long line of carriages, 
so there was no danger of me being run over by 


horses. Which I was very glad about. 


I saw a group of people riding horses ahead of me, 
about five carriages up, and I recognized D'naal as 
one of them—I could tell it was him because Maikaro 
was the only white horse in the group, the rest were 
brown and black. 


Baring my teeth in hunger—I was still hungry, even 
after eating last night—I ran up behind the horses, 
careful to make my quick steps loud and noticeable, 
which wasn't hard with the grass crunching loudly 
with every step, so that they didn't think I was going 
to attack them. 


My mine flashed back to the hooves smashing into the 
Halaku's body, the claw-sharp metal spikes on the 
hooves splattered viciously with blue blood. 


I ran to the far side of the group, to their right, and 
caught up with D'naal. He looked over at me, as best 
he could while Maikaro tried to surge ahead without 
his orders. He was holding onto her mane for dear 
life. 


I saw that there was a crystal on a string wrapped 
around his wrist, and that the entire group was using 
them to communicate, so I thought loudly, directing 
my thoughts toward them all, while staying as far 
away as I could. 

I'm going hunting. 

Then, without another word, I sprinted away toward 
the forest, my legs stretching to their fullest as I 


lengthened my stride so that I was flying across the 
cold grass, feeling the wind blowing softly through my 


fur, and loving it. 


How long had it been since I had run, completely 
alone, able to go anywhere I wanted? 


Too long. 


As soon as I reached the woods, I stopped and shifted 
back before I climbed a tall pine tree and put the 
bracelet on the highest branch, so that it would be 
Safe. 


I didn't feel like being interrupted. 


I jumped down, landing in a crouch, and marked the 
tree by putting two dead branches in front of it and 
crossing them. 


Then I shifted back to my other form, and took off into 
the forest, my nose to the ground, ready to catch the 
faintest scent of prey. 


A squirrel spotted me and starred, before it flagged 
its tail and darted up a tree, chitterling a warning to 
others of its kind that there was danger. 


I ignored it, and flicked my tail disdainfully. Squirrels 
didn't have the best flavor, although Fell seemed to 
disagree with me—they were his favorite, second only 
to quail, which were relatively hard to catch. 


I walked along, my tail sweeping the ground 
rhythmically, not really focused on hunting so much 
anymore, because I was thinking, questions swirling 
through my head, giving me a slight headache. 

If Jalkuo had been Caersiph, in Aloria form, and Fell 
and I were twins, why wasn't his fur white too? Why 
did Caersiph only talk to me? Why was I so 


important? Did Fell have 'Kaishu's Sight' too? Why 
didn't I feel...different after having the vision of the 
meadow? It felt like nothing about me had changed, I 
wasn't worrying over it, or freaking out, I felt 
perfectly normal. 


What did it mean? 


I remember that Caersiph had been kneeling, his fists 
on the ground as if he had just stricken it, and when 
he looked up— 


But that was all I could remember. That was where 
my memory went blank. 


I shook my head, and paused, sniffing the air again. I 
tilted my head to the side, closing my eyes halfway, 
just letting the scents wash through my mind. 


I could smell a river, or maybe a small stream, and 
from the way the wind was blowing I figured that it 
was only a little ways away, to the north. I could smell 
the tangy smell of the Icefish that swam in it, and my 
mouth watered as I thought of fishing one of them out 
of the water with a paw. 


After mulling over the decision of going to the stream 
or just hunting down a deer for a few minutes while I 
cleaned my fur, I decided to head to the river. 


It was a Short walk, I saw another squirrel, but this 
one had red fur, which I had never seen before. 


As I emerged into the little clearing that surrounded 
the wider part of the stream—I saw now that it was 
too small to be considered a river—I sniffed the air, 
just to make sure that there were no other predators 
around. I wasn't familiar in this forest, and I couldn't 


be sure what the dangers were. 


There were none, but I smelled the stale scent of a 
mountain lion, but it was long gone now, and I was 
sure that I would be capable of dealing with a wild 
cat...not that I had ever seen a wild cat... 


But I wasn't worried. 


There was a large rock overhanging a shallow part of 
the stream, casting its large shadow over the water. I 
could see the small fish that floated just beneath the 
surface. 


I crept slowly onto the rock and crouched there, 
wrapping my tail around myself because I was cold. I 
inched closer to the edge, trying to be as quiet as 
possible, and peered over the side. 


There was a small school of Icefish, their light-ish 
green scales glinting in the sparse sunlight that 
filtered through the clear water, highlighting the 
bright blue ring around their eyes and down to their 
tailfin, which was tipped on both ends with bright, 
scarlet red. 


Icefish got their name because there were the only 
fish that was actually more abundant during winter, 
even when the tops of the water froze, they could still 
sometimes be seen, flickering through the water 
under the ice, as if the freezing winter of the outside 
world had no meaning to them. As the other fish 
migrated to the ocean—or whatever it was they did in 
the winter moons—the Icefish had easier access to 
their main source food, and their population 
exploded. 


One of the Icefish in particular was atleast twice as 
large as the other ones sheltering in the rock's 
Shadow; it was almost two paces long. 


I lifted one of my paws up slowly, and held it near the 
edge of the rock, waiting. The Icefish swam a little 
father away from the others and I tensed. 


Then my paw flashed out, so fast that I didn't think 
the fish had even realized what was happening before 
it went flying out of the water, scooped out by my 
paw, to land on the ground next to the water. 


It flapped around, gasping for air audibly, and ina 
second I had leapt off the rock and landed, pinning it 
the ground with my paw and swiftly biting into its 
neck to put it out of its misery. 


Then I picked it up in my mouth and carried it a little 
ways away into the woods to eat. 


I was on my way back through the woods to where I 
had last seen the Lyetta. I was in my human form, and 
the fish scales were in the little woven bag I had tied 
to my belt. 


After stretching out my human legs for a while 
though, I shifted back into my other form and 
continued walking in that manner. 


Suddenly there was a flicker of movement ahead and I 
froze for a second before I spotted a low handing 
branch and leapt lithely onto it, the branch barely 
creaking as my soft paws hit the bark for only a few 
moments before I leapt higher up, so that I wouldn't 
be visible from the ground. 


I could hear the animal limping through the woods 


below me, it's breathing was ragged and its heartbeat 
was Slow, almost as if the creature were in some sort 
of trance. 


Silently, carefully, I crept out onto a long branch, 
trying my hardest not to knock down any leaves. I 
looked down. 


Suddenly my eyes went blurry and I couldn't focus on 
the thing below me. I blinked quickly, thinking that 
something had gotten in my eye, but it did no good. 
Backing up, I realized that everything immediately 
around me was perfectly clear, normal, but when I 
looked down... 


I shook my head in frustration; the blur in front of my 
eyes seemed to be moving, moving with the creature, 
so no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't focus my 
eyes on the creature moving below me. All I could see 
was a brown blotch where the animal should have 
been. 


Growling, I made a snap decision and leapt to the 
ground, my paws hitting the forest floor with a loud 
thud. 


The animal—I still couldn't focus my eyes on it— 
whirled around with a screech, and I saw only vaguely 
the teeth that it bared at me, a low snarl rising in its 
throat. 


We starred at each other for a few tense moments, 
and I didn't think the animal could see me either. 


I breathed in through my nose—pine trees, oak trees, 


dirt, mud, squirrel, faint scent of deer. But this animal 
had no scent. At all. 


What kind of majyk is this? I thought as the animal 
began to back away, hissing and snarling in fear or 
anger. I couldn't tell which. 


I snarled back viciously, a sudden anger overcoming 
my senses, and took a step forward. 


The creature let out a howl and whirled around to 
flee. I launched myself after it, my fur standing on end 
all over my body as rage pumped through my veins. 


I was gaining on it; the animal—whatever it was—was 
fast. But I was faster. And now we were running down 
a hill. 


I leapt, flying through the air, and felt my claws sink 
into the animal's back leg. It faltered, and then 
stumbled, sending us both tumbling to the ground. 


I scrabbled at the rocks, trying to regain my feet. The 
animal was still falling, sliding down the steep, rocky 
Slope. With a growl of rage and hunger, I leapt after 
it. 

I was about to sink my teeth into its neck, which I 
could barely see, when I heard the voice. 


It screamed through the forest, and through the very 
air itself, clashing through my head like thunder and 
lightning. But there were no words. Just the voice. 
Commanding me to stop. 


After a second of hesitation, I leapt away from the 
fallen, indistinct animal, and ran, fear snapping at my 
pawsteps like an animal as it followed me on my 
frantic all-out sprint though the unfamiliar forest. 


I didn't stop until I came back to the tree in which I 


had hidden my bracelet, and then I took off to catch 
up with the Lyetta. 


End of Chapter Twenty 
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The boy was five, it was the day after his birthday, 
and he was going to go out on his first hunting trip, 
and, following with tradition, he was alone, and he 
was allowed only the weapons that he had made 
during the Five Days before his birthday; a tiny bow— 
strung with the fragile string from his Naming- 
Necklace, because it was the only one he could find— 
and a small knife that was really just a sharp rock. 


And last, but most importantly, a Spirit-Whistle, which 
he had spent the last five days carving out of the leg 
bone of a quail that his mother had killed, just before 
the Five Days began. 


That morning when he left, his mother didn't look at 
him, or give him any encouragement, or even seem to 
know he was there, this was his man-hood ceremony, 
and to have a woman, his mother even, speak to him 
before it would bring the worst badluck imaginable. 


So, trying to look strong and proud, he had picked up 
his little weapons and strutted out to the village 


square, keeping his knees high when he stepped, and 
almost tripping because he never walked like that, it 
just wasn't his way. 


When he reached the square, the elders were all 
waiting for him, old wizened men that hadn't gone 
hunting in years. He had to fight to hold back his 
tears, his mother had ignored him all morning, and 
the day before, and that saddened him; he deeply 
loved his mother, more than the men of his tribe 
thought was healthy. 


Men should not need to depend on women, the elders 
thought, they were stronger, smarter, and better at 
hunting than women could ever be; the only thing 
that the elders thought a woman was good for was a 
mate. 


So the boy had stood there, trying to control his 
trembling, as the Eldest took out a bowl of black ink 
mixed from the ichor of the Great-Star-Bear, and 
motioned in the silent language of the gods with one 
hand, and with the other he beckoned one of the 
other warriors forward. 


-=Gods, look down upon us, and heed our cry, to-day 
we Shall count the boy, son of Raksha, son of Kajro, as 
one of us, but only if he can pass your sacred trial, if 
he cannot, then he shall be cast out, as is your wish=- 
The warrior raised the scared claw-knife above his 
head, and let out a howl to raise the spirits of their 
dead ancestors. Then the others joined in, until all of 
the men of the village had raised their voices in the 
raw throated cry of the wild. 


The boy barely managed not to flinch as the howl 
went on, but he couldn't help that his heart beat 
faster, and a cold sweat of fear broke out on the back 
his neck. 


Then the howl finished suddenly, leaving an eerie 
silence in its wake, and the warrior brought the knife 
down, arcing through the air so fast that the boy 
didn't even have time to realize what was happening 
before it cut through the skin of his forehead. 


It barely grazed his skin, but it was enough to sent 
hot blood bubbling down his face, staining his bare 
Chest. The boy's eyes widened in fear and he 
squeezed his eyes shut as the Eldest dipped his 
fingers into the black ichor. 


Someone cuffed him over the head, "Open your eyes! 
They are the doorways to your spirit!" the one who 
had hit him shouted, while the Eldest looked at the 
boy with narrowed eyes before he proceeded to daub 
the ichor into the boy's cut, mixing the two bloods 
together until it was the black blood that flowed down 
his face. 


Then the Eldest stepped back, and he crossed his 
arms over his chest, his fists facing the tops of his 
shoulders, with only his middle finger, his little finger 
and thumb out, Cf really would NOT suggest that 
you don't try to do this; it hurts.) in the ancient 
sign whose meaning had been forgotten long ago, 
only the gods remembered what it meant. 


And then the boy, his head still bleeding the black 
blood of the bear, was sent into the forest, with only 


his weapons to help him. 


He tried to look strong, and when his tribe-members 
watched him walk into the forest, alone, they blinked, 
for walking beside the boy they thought they could 
see a giant hulking form, almost like the shadows that 
passes over the ground when the sun is behind a 
cloud. 


The Great Bear is among us. The old mute Eldest 
signed, looking after the boy, who was oblivious to the 
protecting force that followed him. 


The boy walked far into the woods, not seeing any 
animals at all, where ever he looked, there was 
nothing, because he didn't know it, but the shadow 
was scaring the animals away, running ahead to clear 
his path of the dangerous prey that he hunted. 


Because the shadow had a purpose to fulfill. 


And so it ran, leading the unknowing the boy through 
the only safe path in the forest, leading him to his 
destiny. 

It stopped at a tree; the boy was still far behind, but 
safe. So it changed its form and became solid, and 
reared up on its hind legs and sank its claws into the 
tree, and cracked it in half with one shove. 


With a scream, a falcon that had been tending its nest 
flapped its wings in alarm as the nest was sent 
tumbling to the ground, its only fledgling crying in 
fear as the ground rushed up. But the bear once 
again became a shadow, and caught the nest in its 
gentle teeth, and lowered it to the ground. 


To the mother falcon, its seemed like a miracle, and 


she flew down to see her chick, and at that moment, 
the bear became solid, and leapt up into the air, and 
caught the mother falcon in its strong jaws, snapping 
her neck in an instant, so that she didn't even know 
what had happened. No pain. 


Then the bear became a shadow, letting the dead bird 
drop down through its misty body, painting its 
feathers bright white, and then the bear sank into the 
ground, and disappeared. 


The boy appeared then, and he saw the dead bird, 
with the whitest feathers he had ever seen, but then 
he heard strange, almost crooning noise, and he tilted 
his head slightly and cautiously moved closer. 


That was when he saw the chick; its little body was 
mostly pink, with the first feathers growing in around 
its head and tail. It had fallen out of the nest, and was 
flapping around, trying to get closer to its mother's 
body, and the boy's heart ached for the little bird. 


"Oh no, you poor baby, you've lost your mommy..." he 
whispered in sympathy, kneeling down by the little 
hatchling, which called louder and tried to flap away 
from him in fear. 


"No, no!" he said, waving his hands in anxiety, "don't 
be afraid...I wont hurt you, I promise!" he said, 
reaching out a calming hand to touch the little bird's 
back. It froze in terror, and he felt it shiver. 


Then he discovered that he was shivering too, as if he 
could feel the bird's emotions. Reaching for the Spirit- 
Whistle tied to his belt, he held it up to his mouth and 
blew softly into it. 


At first, nothing happened, but then the little falcon 
Chick's shivering slowed and then stopped altogether 
and it raised its head a little as the soft, lilting sound 
reached its ears. 


Cupping his one of his hands gently, he scooped up, 
still blowing the whistle, the bird nuzzled against his 
skin, and he stopped, and held it up to his face, 
smiling. 

"Hello baby bird," he said, looking into the little 
golden eye that was facing him, "I'm going to take 
care of you, but you'll have to stay a secret, and when 
you're old enough to fly, I'll let you go, okay?" 


The bird gazed back at him, and then it gave a little 
chirp, opening its beak and let out a louder chirp, 
opening and closing its mouth several times until the 
boy got the message. 


"You're hungry!" he said, looking around, wondering 
what it would eat. Then he saw a little tiny caterpillar 
and he picked it up, careful to make sure that it 
wasn't spiny or poisonous before it held it out on the 
flat of his hand to the little bird. It starred at it for a 
few seconds in incomprehension, then its little beak 
jerked forward and snatched it up. 

The boy smiled and looked around for another one. 
He found a worm this time, and he kept finding them 
until the bird wouldn't eat anymore. 

He smiled at the baby, and then frowned again. It was 
getting dark, and he needed to bring something home 
with him, or he would be banished. 


He looked around. There were still no animals to be 


seen, nothing that he could hunt. Then he saw the 
mother falcon, saw her beautiful white feathers. 


He looked down at the baby bird, and sighed in 
sadness. He would have to take the mother, there was 
no way in the world that he was going to even 
consider killing the baby. 


"Sorry," he whispered to it, cupping it to his chest so 
it didn't see him pick up the mother's body. 


He quickly, but gently, put the falcon's body into the 
bag that he had tied across his back and stood up. 


The bird soon fell asleep as he walked back to the 
village, his little knife clutched in one hand incase he 
saw an animal, but there was no need. The forest 
around him was empty, devoid of life; he had the 
bear's protection. 


He was almost back to the village, the little sleeping 
bird safely cupped to his chest to keep it warm, when 
he stopped, his brow creasing. He didn't know what 
to do with the bird. 


He looked around, his heart speeding up in anxiety, if 
the villagers saw that he was taking care of the bird, 
they would kill it, or make him kill it! 

"Oh no..." he moaned in worry, slowly turning around. 
Then he spotted what he needed. 

There was a hole in a tree. It was high enough off the 
ground that it would be safe from ground predators. 
He ran over to it, trying not to jostle the little bird, 
and climbed one-handed up to the hole. 


He sat down on the branch next to it and woke up the 


little bird with a soft whisper. It peeped at him 
sleepily, looking up. 

He peered into the hole. It was dry, and there didn't 
seem to be any signs that there were bugs nesting in 
it, and it was deep enough that it would stay dry if it 
rained, and, if he could find someway to block the 
entrance, he didn't think that the bird would be able 
to fall out. 


Reaching out slowly with both hands, he put the little 
bird down in the hole, whispering to calm it. 


It starred up at him, and shivered pitifully, letting out 
a little almost whimper-like cry. 


The boy's eyes narrowed and he reached into the hole 
and held his hand over the bird. It snuggled into his 
warm palm and he smiled at it, trying to think of a 
way to keep it warm when a sudden idea struck him. 


He pulled the bag off of his shoulder and pulled it 
open. Reaching in, and whispering a silent apology to 
the spirit of the mother falcon, he gripped some of 
the feathers and pulled them out, as gently as he 
could. He winced when he felt them come out of the 
skin. 


He pulled his hand out of the bag, the feathers in 
hand, and put them into the hole, sprinkling them 
around the baby bird. It nuzzled the feathers with its 
beak affectionately, recognizing them as its mother's 
even with the new color, and the boy's eyes pricked 
with tears. 


But he bit his lip, and continued to pull feathers off of 
the mother, trying to get the softest ones, and putting 


them into the hole. The little bird gradually began to 
fall asleep, its large amber eyes closing bit by bit. 


When he had taken out as many feathers as he dared, 
he closed the bag again and reached for the branch 
over head, a new idea inspired in his mind. The leaves 
were new and green; they were sott. 


Pulling a lot of leaves off of the branch overhead, he 
stuffed them into the hole, piling them around the 
little bird and around the edges of the hole until the 
entire floor of the hollow was covered in the soft, 
downy leaves and feathers. 


The sun was about to set. 


Quickly prying a big piece of bark off of the tree, he 
wedged it into the opening, leaving the top half of it 
open so that there was enough air for the bird, but 
enough that nothing could get it, and the bird 
couldn't get out. 


Then he grabbed some baby caterpillars from the tree 
and dropped them into the hollow for the bird to eat 
when it got hungry again. 


After making sure that there was no way the bird 
would be in danger—whether from the elements or 
hunger or animals, he climbed down from the tree, 
and walked back toward the village, stopping just 
outside it to take the mother falcon out of the bag. 


Taking one of his arrows from his quiver, he stabbed 
it through the heart, holding back his tears, and then 
he pulled it back out, and put the bird back into the 
bag, hefted it up onto his shoulder, and walked into 
the village. His demeanor was proud, but in his secret 


heart he had never felt so afraid, or happy. 
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All that night, and well into the next morning, the boy 
kept a silent vigil, his prize-kill resting on the ground 
before him, as he sat cross-legged on the large cliff 
that overlooked his tribe's hunting grounds and 
village. 


The sun was to his back as it rose higher into the blue 
summer sky, and at one time or another, all of the 
people of his tribe glanced up to see his small 
silhouette, outlined by the dark and bright energy of 
the waking sun god, and they each felt a shimmer of 
some mysterious emotion steal through their minds. 
As at last Sarrja's eye finally rose above the boys 
sitting form, the new warrior stood up, and all of the 
people of his village, the women included, smiled, and 
began to raise their voices in the ancient song. 


~Lords of above, Lords of below, 
Look upon us now and smile, 
Count among us now this boy, now a man, 
Who before went without name, 
Let his name now grace our lips, 
Let your minds blend with ours, 


Let us know him for who he is, 
Let his name give him strength, 
Give him power 
Give him courage, 

Give him the strength to fight, 
In your ancient war 
The bird's spirit resides within him, 
Let that spirit give him the grace, 
And the power of flight, 

Let him be the swiftest among us, 
Whether on J/and or sea, 

Let him have a voice like water 
That calms the most angered nerves, 
Let his voice be gentle, 

But his spirit strong, 

Let his name be now known, 
Let his name be now known, 


Let his name be now blessed, and let it give him 
strength, 


His name Is now Josen, 
May he bear it well~ 
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Later that day, as soon as he was sure that everyone 
was asleep—he would be hunting for them all that 
day—he snuck out of the village. A small little pouch 
made from deerskin hung from around his neck, and 
the freshly made tattoo on his chest gleamed in the 
early morning light as he set out, his new knife— 
carved from the claw of a brown bear, with a handle 
made out of oak wood—tied to his belt. 


As soon as he was out of sight of the village, he took 
off through the forest, retracing his steps until he 
found the tree. As he climbed the branches to the 
hollow, he could hear the frantic chirping of the baby 
bird, and his heart seized as he ripped that bark away 
— just in time to see a small snake open its mouth to 
bite into the bird's neck, its body already coiled 
around its tiny frame. 


In less than an instant, Josen's hand shot out and 
grabbed the snake so fast that it was still opening its 
mouth, without even any time to react at all. He 
ripped the small violet and silver snake out of the 
hollow and threw it to the ground with a cry of rage. 


Then he leapt down, and raised the knife above his 
head, preparing to strike, and the snake closed its 

eyes, as if it knew what was going to happen—and 

Josen stopped. 

He lowered the knife, and stood up slowly, starring 


down at it for a few seconds before he turned and 
climbed back up the tree to check on the baby bird. 


It was shivering and crying, but it didn't seem to be 
hurt at all, just a bit shaken. "Shhh," he said, reaching 
in and petting it before he pulled it out and cuddled it 
to his chest, making cooing noises to calm it. 


Then he looked down, just as the snake—not more 
than a baby itself— slowly reopened its eyes, looking 
up at him, fear and awe alighting in its mind, as a 
new Clarity dawned on it. 


It flicked it's blue tongue out to taste the air a few 
times before it slithered slowly toward the tree and 
began to climb up it, the scales on its red belly 
clenching and unclenching on the bark to grip it as it 
slowly ascended toward Josen and the little bird, its 
green eyes calm and trusting as it looked into Josen's. 


Josen watched as it came closer and closer, his head 
tilted to the side while he continued to pet the bird, 
Which began to shiver again as it sensed the snake 
coming. 

The little violet and silver snake stopped when it was 
near his hand, which was resting on his knee, but 
then it flicked its tongue out and slithered onto his 
hand. 


He slowly moved his arm up and the snake coiled 
around and around his arm, squeezing it only gently, 
moving closer to his shoulder. 


The little bird was positively trembling when the 
snake rested on Josen's neck, its tail on one shoulder, 
and its triangle shaped head on the other. It wasn't 
even a pace long, and only as thick as Josen's thumb. 


The snake slowly lowered its head toward the chick, 


while Josen watched, perfectly calm—he knew what 
the snake was going to do, he could feel its emotions, 
just as he had felt the birds fear the day before, and 
so he felt the snake's calm curiosity now. 


"SHAAN, it’s okay, he wont Aurt you...Kaira." He said, 
suddenly finding the little bird's name on his tongue, 
"He wont hurt you, Kaisa wont hurt you, it's okay, 
shhh." 


The bird calmed, as if sensing his lack of anxiety, but 
it held very still as the snake, now named Kaisa, 
lowered it head and starred into Kaira's amber eyes 
with its own light green ones. 


Then it nudged the bird gently with its triangle 
shaped its, rubbing its soft warm skin against the 
bird's cold feathers. 


Josen lifted the snake away from Kaira slowly and put 
the little chick into the hollow, and then let Kaisa 
follow it in. the bird sat down in the middle of the 
feathers and leaves, and Kaisa curled up around it, 
sharing its heat. Then they both slowly fell asleep, as 
Josen looked on, wonder in his young eyes. 


He didn't know why, or how, but he knew that the two 
baby animals had been given to him, and that they 
would never leave him or hurt him, or one another. 


After putting the piece of bark back in place, he leapt 
down from the tree, landing lightly, and ran off into 
the woods to hunt, his new claw-knife in hand. 


Later that day, as his mother was skinning the two 


rabbits that he had managed—through nothing but 
sheer blind luck—to shoot with his new bow, he asked 


her, "Mother, I saw a snake today, but I don't know 
What kind it was, it slithered over my foot, and its 
scales were hot." 


His mother looked at him, her head tilted to the side, 
"What did it look like? It didn't bite you, did it?" 


"No, it didn't bite me, I'm okay. But it had purple and 
silver scales, and its belly was bright red, like blood, 
almost." He said. 


His mother thought about it for a few moments, then 
she said, "I think I hard about that kind once in a 
story, it was called a Koru snake, and it is said that 
there is only once every hundred years, it hatches 
from the egg of a bird when the phoenix is coming." 
She looked at him again, puzzlement in her eyes, "Are 
you sure you didn't just imagine it?" 

Josen made a decision then, "Yes, maybe I did just 
imagine it, I think it was just a tree snake..." 


And from that moment on, Josen kept his two new 
friends secrets. Everyday when he went out hunting, 
he would visit them. 


The days passed quickly, and Josen watched in 
wonder as the bond between the snake and the bird 
grew, and he knew that they would protect each other 
with their lives on the day that he found a dead snake 
draped across the branch outside the hollow. It had 
two big bite marks on the back of its head from 
Kaisa's teeth, and hanging out of its mouth were two 
of Kaira's tail feathers. 


Josen anxiously checked her, but she was fine, Kaisa 
had distracted the snake before it could actually bite 


her. 


Soon two years had passed, and Kaira had learned to 
fly, she still slept in the hollow sometimes, but she 
had also made her own nest higher up in the tree, 
which Josen was glad of, she would be safer there. 


He had had to teach he to fly, which had been 
interesting, he had built a almost invisible net under 
the branches of the hollow, and then Iet her hop from 
branch to branch, flapping his arms like wings to 
show her how. Eventually, with hardly any falling at 
all though, she got the hang of it, and though her 
flight was a little ungraceful at first, she soon began 
to soar among the trees like she was the queen, and 
her proud caws always greeted him when she saw 
him coming. 

Kaisa had grown too, he was now almost as thick as 
Josen's arm, and he was already three paces Iong, 
and still growing fast. Josen still hunted for him 
sometimes, but he usually found the snake eating a 
mouse, or sometimes a small bird, so he didn't worry 
about him going hungry. 


One time, just as he was approaching, he had seen 
Kaira flying overheard, a large squirrel clutched in 
her talons. He whistled to her and she called back, 
before she fanned her wings and landed on the 
branch that Kaisa was looped around, resting. She set 
the squirrel on the branch between them, holding it 
down with one of her clawed feet, and dipped her 
head toward the snake. 


Then, as Josen watched, Kaira bit the squirrel in half 


and nudged the bigger end toward the snake before 
she began to devour her half. 


Josen smiled, and climbed up the tree to his two 
friends, laughing as Kaira offered him the tail of the 
squirrel. 


"No thanks," he said, using the language that he had 
made up, just to talk to the two animals, a mixture of 
hand signals and noises, "you have it." 


Kaira flapped her wings a little in answer, and 
snapped up the tail. Kaisa looked over at Josen, and 
then lifted his head up. 


Josen reached out his hand and held it over Kaisa's 
head, and the snake rubbed against his palm, almost 
like a Cat. 


Then, suddenly letting out a cry of alarm, Kaira 
launched herself off the branch, into the air, calling 
loudly, as she streaked though the forest, waggling 
her tail a little to show Josen that she wanted him to 
follow her. 


Kaisa was already slithering down the tree trunk, and 
Josen scrambled after him, and then reached out his 
arm as soon as he was on the ground, Kaisa slithered 
up it quickly to his usual resting spot, looped around 
Josen's neck, and flicked his tongue out quickly as 
Josen took off after Kaira. 


He could see her soaring ahead, purposefully slowing 
herself so that he could catch up, but as soon as he 
was under her, she took off again, dodging trees and 
branches as he followed from the ground, following 
her every move. It wasn't the first time he had 


followed her when she was flying before. They usually 
did it once every few days for exercise. 


But Josen knew that this time it wasn't for fun, and so 
he pushed his legs faster than he had ever gone 
before, one hand held to his neck to keep Kaisa from 
falling. 


And though he was only seven summers old, he was 
faster than all of the men of the village, and so he 
shot through the forest, almost as fast as the falcon 
that he followed. 


They ran and flew farther than he had ever ventured, 
and before long, the trees began to become shorter 
and the ground became rockier, and then the trees 
disappeared altogether. 


He was running up a mountain, scrabbling at the 
rocks because the slope was steep, and he cried out 
in pain as a sharp rock cut his bare feet. He limped 
the rest of the way, he didn't need to run anymore, 
Kaira had stopped, and she was circling low in the 
sky, which had grown dark with storm clouds 


Panting, his chest feeling like it was on fire, Josen 
stopped and leaned over, his hands on his knees as he 
caught his breath. Then he jogged the rest of the way, 
wondering what was so important that Kaira would 
take him this far away from the village. 


Suddenly, she dove down out of the air and landed 
with much ruffling of her feathers on a ledge, where 
she dipped her head toward the ground and held her 
huge wings open, shielding something from his view 
as he moved toward her. 


"Kaira, what're you looking at..." he trailed off his 
mouth falling open in surprise as he saw what she 
had brought him to see. 


But then he heard the sound, and he spun around. He 
looked on in abject horror. 


The ledge that they were standing on was so high up 
that he could see over the tops of the trees, he could 
even see the large clearing where the village was 
situated—and far beyond. 


This is where his horror came from. Because rushing 
toward the village, higher than the trees themselves, 
was a giant wave, coming to destroy everything he 
had ever known and loved. 


He stumbled forward, the cry coming from the very 
bottom of his breaking soul, as his entire world was 
washed away with the devastating wave, "Mother! 
Motherrr!" 


Josen awoke with a start, jerking upright in bed. 
Beside him, Kardo woke up, and when he saw the 
silent tears coursing down Josen's face, he hugged 
him, knowing his fear. He knew that the nightmare 
came to him still, the memory. 


"Shhh, shhh, it's okay, its just a dream, it's all over, its 
all over, you're safe now, I'm here." 


“They're all gone!" Josen whispered, his voice 
stricken, "I was alone...all alone...she was my mother, 
Kardo...she died" he said, the suffering in his voice 
plain and unhidden; he never had to hide anything 
from Kardo. 


Kardo hugged him fiercely, his strong arms 


enveloping his grief, warming Josen's heart so that he 
felt a flicker of happiness. 


"Yes, but I found you, Josen, I will always find you. You 
will never be alone again, I promise, you hear me? I 
will never leave you..." 


He trailed off and closed his eyes, gathering his 
courage to do the most terrifying thing that he would 
ever do in his life. 


And he said, "Josen, will you marry me?" 
End of flashback 
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I arrived at my carriage out of breath, and for some 
reason I really didn't want to go inside, so I looked 
around, spotted D'naal—this time with only one other 
person on a horse talking to him—and ran to catch 
up, holding the bracelet in my mouth because I hadn't 
had time to shift back. 


D'naal! Wait! I have to tell you something! I called 
ahead mentally, wanting to share my harrowing 
adventure with someone that I could talk to, someone 
that I knew. 


I slowed down though, as I neared the horses, my 
anxiety rising even higher in my agitation. 

And then a new thought occurred to me, one I hadn't 
even thought of questioning before. 


Why was I so terrified of horses? 


I know that they're dangerous, that Halaku never 
stood a change against Salyfis, but I had seen worse 
things, I myself was a hunter, why should I be afraid 
of my prey? In fact...it was them who should have 
been afraid of me. 


So with new confidence, I prowled up toward the 
horses, my head high and my tail waving the on the 
ground in the cold, windy air, for all intents and 
purposes the very semblance of calm—but I kept my 
claws out, and the horses shied away slightly, and I 
could smell their fear. 


And that made me feel a little bit better, but also 
guilty. It wasn't their fault that for some inexplicable 
reason I was afraid of them; I shouldn't have to make 
them fear me too. 


So I retracted my claws, and paced calmly toward 
D'naal and the other rider, they had stopped, and 
were waiting for me. 


“Hello, Echo." D'naal said, smiling at me before 
gesturing with one hand—the other one tightly 
clutched onto Maikaro's mane—toward the other 
rider, who nodded in my direction, his face hidden 
under the hood of his cloak. 


"This is Rilo," D'naal said, "He's the one who teaches 
the children and new Traders how to ride a horse, it's 


really cool, all of the horses listen to him, because his 
horse is like the alpha of the herd...or something like 
that." 


The man laughed, his voice low and quiet, but full of 
good humor, as he dismounted his horse, which had a 
peculiarly dark brown coat, and bowed low to me, 
bending at the waist and flourishing his hand 
dramatically in much the same way that Kardo had. 


I sighed mentally, but I was actually kind of flattered, 
I could get used to this... 


"Oh so, I can't pretend that all of the horses just like 
me? No? Well, there go my hopes to becoming the 
next Keeper! Pleasure to meet you, Princess Echo." 
He said, smiling. 


I returned his smile, liking him immediately; he 
reminded me of Fell. They both had the exact same 
easygoing attitude, always finding something to joke 
about. 


Come to think of it, he also reminded me of Bralexa. 
Then I remembered the rabbit incident, and I laughed 
loudly, imagining what my face must have looked like. 
I sure remember Annos's. 


I smiled, at the memory and Rilo smiled again, 
thinking I was smiling at him. 


Nice to meet you too. So...you're the one that teaches 
people to ride horses? I asked, curious. I knew that if 
I wanted to really become part of the Lyetta's culture 
I would need a horse. 


"Yes, and all because Mantanovan, the lead stallion, 
chose me to be his rider." He said, "But that was only 


a few years ago, but I've come to know all the horses 
since then, and am able to even tell which kind of 
person they'd want their rider to be." 


My eyes widened, a new idea forming in my mind, 
you wouldn't be able to see which one would like 
me...could you? I asked timidly, trying to calm my 
nerves, which were frayed beyond recognition with all 
that had gone on during the past few days. 


D'naal's eyes locked onto mine, slightly worried; he 
knew that I was afraid of the horses. It was obvious. 


But Rilo didn't seem to notice his sideway glance. 
"Ah!" he cried, clapping his hands together and 
interlacing his fingers in the same movement, "of 
course, it would be my honor to find you a suitable 
horse, your Highness, we will depart to the gathering 
grounds at your convenience, D'naal," 


He said then, addressing his words to the white 
haired Nas'yll who was quickly becoming my friend, 
“Our practice for today is finished but if you would 
wish to accompany us..." he trailed off, leaving the 
invitation open. 


D'naal immediately said yes, and Rilo instructed him 
to dismount Maikaro and tell her to follow 
Mantanovan, because the horses that already had 
riders weren't allowed near the gathering grounds. 


Then both horses moved off, Maikaro acting more 
docile than normal, and D'naal and I followed Rilo, 
walking in a quick pace towards the front of the 
caravan. 
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It didn't take so long to reach the gathering grounds 
as I had expected, Rilo only lead us to the front of the 
caravan before he stopped and showed us a carriage, 
far larger than any of the carriages that I had seen so 
far, that was farther away and to the side of the rest 
of the caravan, it moved at a slower pace. 


I could see many people, mainly children, running 
around it, jumping and skipping until two adults, who 
I assumed were their parents, scolded them and 
pointed to the carriage in an imperial manner, and the 
children leapt through the open door, all the while 
screaming incomprehensibly, though excitedly, in the 
language of the Lyetta. 


I could hear a large, steady heartbeat, different from 
all of the other horses' hearts, and I wondered what 
was wrong with the one pulling the carriage, because 
it had to be very sick, as far as I knew, for its heart to 
be pumping so much blood, and beating so slowly, but 
I dint know that much about horses, so I should have 
been so surprised that I was wrong. 


I gasped when we rounded the side of the carriage 
and I realized how wrong I was. 


But in a way, I was right, e it wasn't normal for a 


horse's heart to beat so slowly, because it wasn't a 
horse pulling the carriage at all. 


I realized this when I saw the huge leathery wings 
folded tightly across its' back, the dark silver scales 
on its belly, and the darker red on top, the huge, 
reptilian face, slanting downwards into a great mouth 
full of sharp teeth that were each the size of my 
hands. 


I had no idea what it was. 
End of Chapter Twenty-two. 
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I was so shocked that I couldn't even react. I starred 
at it, my mouth hanging open in shock. The creature 
yawned, its head pointing to the sky, and a flicker of 
red fire pulsed around its jaws, sending waves of 
black smoke pouring out of its nostrils. 


D'naal was starring at it in wonder, only the tiniest bit 
of fear in his sky blue eyes. "What is it?" he 
whispered, not taking his eyes off the giant grey and 
red lizard. 


Rilo smiled, "I think you mean what is he. His name is 
Kaisha, and he is a dragon, he—" 


A sudden image flashed through my mind, and I 
hissed as a bright light exploded behind my eyes. 


The sky falling away behind the rider as his purple 
mount dived through the sky, the wind whipping his 
hair back as he clung to the ropes that were around 
the dragon's horns. 


There was a thunderous roar from above, and a 
second later a massive red dragon plummeted past 
them, a huge gash in its leathery wing pouring black 
blood, which splattered the rider's silver armour as 
the huge beast disappeared through a cloud. The 
rider's armour began to hiss and sizzle with the 
dragon's blood. 


Before the rider could react, another shape, this one 
with scales as black as the night sky and so large that 
the purple dragon was only as large as its head, 
whipped past them, its white claws stained with the 
black blood of the red dragon as it roared its triumph 
to the sky. 


The rider on its back tilting their head back to look at 
the purple rider, a wicked smile on their face before 
they too disappeared beneath the clouds. 


The purple rider gasped, he recognized the face. "No! 
It couldn't be..." He shouted, but his voice was lost to 
the wind. 


And then the black shape rose up again, the red 
dragon's body clutched in one of its talons. 


"This is your fault!" the black rider screamed at him, 
her voice rising above the wind as if she could control 


its power, "Just remember, Galtro, you brought this on 


yourself! This is for my son!" 


Then the black monster opened its jaws, and fire 
flickered threateningly around its giant bloodstained 
teeth. 


Then the world exploded into pain and darkness, as 
the purple rider plummeted from the sky, the words 
echoing in his head; This is for my son. 


Oh why, oh why did he ever try to kidnap the prince? 


"— belongs to Josen, who I'm sure you met at the 
feast, he and Kardo are getting married in only a few 
weeks." 


I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts, pushing 
the image of the battling monsters away. 


I thought back, remembering the blond haired boy 
with the tattoo on his chest that I had met when I first 
met the Lyetta with Jaolett and Jaylette. I smiled, 
remembering how worried he had been about Kardo 
when we got back, and the affectionate way that 
Kardo looked at him. It should have been obvious to 
me then, but I had been preoccupied. 


I'm glad for them, I said, directing my thoughts 
toward Rilo, when did they decide it? 


“Last year, when we were on our way back from the 
crystal mines, we were traveling toward the trade 
city, Ra'Ka'Nill, and a few days before we arrived, 
Kardo took three horses, his included, and went on 
ahead. He didn't tell anyone but his sister, Winan, 
what he was doing. 


I was her friend, and she told me, after making me 


Swear not to tell anyone, especially not Josen, that 
Kardo was going to buy a ring. 


It only took him two and a half days to get to the city 
and back, and then, the next day, they both 
announced it in the morning. You should have seen 
the look on their faces; Josen was so happy that he 
could hardly eat." 


As he said this, he walked toward the dragon pulling 
the carriage—Rylashea, and patted its shoulder 
before turning back to D'naal and I. 


“Well, go on in, we don't want you two getting left 
behind, do we?" he said, gesturing to the door, before 
he cupped his hands around his mouth and called to 
the general area, "All aboard! All aboard to the 
gathering grounds!" 


“Wait! Rilo wait for me, I'm coming too!" I heard the 
woman's voice shout before she ran past me, and 
jumped into the carriage. Rilo laughed and said, "you 
to go on in, I have to tell Rylashea where to go." 


So D'naal and I walked toward the door and climbed 
the steps, D'naal gallantly allowing me to go first. 


The inside of the carriage was lined with what felt 
like three layers of fur, but not just the floor, all of the 
chairs and walls were covered in fur too, making 
them extra soft. There were four rows of benches in 
the carriage, two facing each other across the walls 
and two more in the center, which were back to back. 
Most of the seats were taken, so I sat down in the 
closest seat on the left wall, and D'naal sat next to 
me. 


The people sitting farther down the bench were 
talking loudly, and I couldn't help listening in. 


“Really, Naka, do you think so?" One woman asked 
the other woman who was sitting across from her, 
holding a blonde-haired baby in her lap while a little 
boy sitting next to her who looked like her son made 
silly faces at the infant, trying to get it to laugh. 


"Yes, I think so, in fact I'm sure of it, I heard her 
brother talking about it, he said the wedding is going 
to be at the cliffs on the beach where the rest of her 
clan live, and they already decided that they were 
going to ask her older sister—I forget her name—to 
perform the ceremony! Oh can you just imagine it, 
Miwa, it's so beautiful there!" 


Miwa sighed, and then laughed, her hands folded 
over her stomach, "I wonder what their children will 
look like?" she said curiously, "I've never known a 
Lyetta and a S'driba who had kids before, do you 
think they'll be able to change into birds, like their 
mother? Oh the darlings would be so adorable!" 


I tilted my head to the side, had I heard them right? 
There were shapeshifters who turned into birds? I 
was going to ask D'naal to ask them, but he didn't 
need my prompting. 


"Excuse me," he said, just as the carriage started 
moving, bumping me slightly against the wall, "but I 
couldn't help overheard your conversation, did you 
say that there are people near the ocean who turn 
into birds?" 


Miwa looked over in surprised, seeming not in the 


least to be offended that we had been eavesdropping. 


"Oh, yes, aren't you that boy from the Nas'yll? Well 
anyway, yes, there are, we visit them every year 
actually, that's where we keep our boats for when we 
sail back to the other continent, haven't you ever 
heard of them?" 


D'naal shook his head, and Miwa looked at me, I 
shook my head too. 


She smiled, as if glad to tell us something we didn't 
already know, "They call themselves the S'driba, and 
they're actually very friendly, if they know you're not 
a threat, I guess it's the bird in them that makes them 
so untrusting, but we've been trading with them for 
longer than my mother's mother has been alive!" 


“And who did you say is getting married there?" 
D'naal asked, probably as curious as me about the 
woman who was able to change into a bird. 


"Oh, yes, well the man's name is Toshika, he's really 
tall with black hair and green eyes, and the woman's 
name is Sea Lilly, she's tall for a woman, almost as tall 
as Toshika, and she's got dark blue eyes and the most 
beautiful blonde hair that goes down to her waist, just 
like yours, Princess," she said, nodding to me 
respectfully, "And she's sisters with the S'driba's 
chief. I think her name's Water or something like that, 
I'm not sure, because she's only been chief for about a 
year now, and that was after we left. We only just 
heard of it a few months ago. —" 


She was forced to stop suddenly as the carriage 
lurched violently, causing most of the people to 


tumble into each other, most of the children were 
laughing and giggling excitedly, and I looked with 
concern at Naka, the woman who had been holding 
the infant, but she was laughing too, the child held 
safely in her arms, and it was smiling and gurgling up 
at her. 


Suddenly I felt the carriage pick up speed and 
another violent lurch had me almost falling out of my 
seat, but I managed to grab onto the back of the chair 
just in time, I tried to grab D'naal too, but he had 
already fallen, and I couldn't help but laugh as I saw 
him sprawled on the thickly padded floor, a 
bewildered expression on his face. He rubbed his 
head jokingly. 

"Now I think I know why the floor's covered with so 
many furs!" he said as another bump send me 
tumbling to the floor also. 


I giggled as I tried to stand back up, but the carriage 
kept bouncing so hard that it was easier to say on the 
floor. 


There were a bunch of children who were laughing at 
us, but not in the mean way that I was used to, they 
just thought it was funny, but they didn't mean any 
harm. 


As the carriage continued to pick up speed, I lay on 
my back on the floor, looking out the open window 
above me as D'naal crawled over to the bench and sat 
down, looping his arms through the armrest that was 
next to him. 


Suddenly a jolt more violent than before sent Naka's 


blond haired son rolling off the bench as he laughed 
wildly, and came to a stop next to me, his giggles so 
happy and excited that they were contagious. 


As I joined in, the boy smiled at me and I smiled back. 
He held out a hand to my head and pulled gently on 
one of my white locks of hair, wonder in his eyes. "You 
hab pretty hair!" he said, his eyes wide. 


For lack of other ways to answer, I smiled. 


He giggled again and said, "Mommy, this girw has 
weawy pretty hair, wook!" he said, turning his Ls into 
Ws. 


Naka smiled at both of us, "Yes, Benja, I know she had 
pretty hair, now come back and sit with Mommy." She 
Said patting the bench beside her. 


"Okay!" Benja said, before he crawled back across the 
carpet and climbed into the seat. 


"Echo!" D'naal called, "Come here and look out the 
window, this is amazing!" 


The carriage was beginning to slow, so I gingerly 
stood up and walked slowly over to where he was 
sitting with the curtain pulled back. 


When I looked out, I didn't realized at first glance 
what I was looking at, it looked like the ground was 
moving, but then my eyes widened as they took in the 
noisy sea of milling horses that the carriage was 
wading into. The horses parted before us and closed 
in around us again as we passed them, and some of 
them strayed so close to the walls of carriage that I 
could almost reach out the window and touch them. 


They didn't seem in the least afraid or alarmed of the 
dragon, and I assumed that it came here so much that 
they knew it wasn't a threat. Only the smallest of foals 
seemed to be a little skittish around it, and their dams 
nudged them and whinnied comfortingly until we 
were past them. 


We weren't the only ones looking out the windows, I 
Saw as I glanced behind me to see how the other 
people were reacting. 


We kept moving deeper into the giant herd until the 
horses seemed to disperse a little, and there was 
Space enough to stop the carriage. 


The children waited impatiently for their parents to 
stand up—I think they were moving slowly just to 
tease them—and open the doors, but then they made 
their kids wait until they got out first before they let 
them come. 


D'naal and I went last, and when I stepped onto the 
grass, the smells of the horses all around me, it 
seemed as if I had entered an entirely new world. 


I saw Rilo drop the ropes in his hands that were tied 
to the dragon's horns and jump down from the top of 
the carriage and jog toward us, his smiled wide as he 
held his arms out to encompass the entire herd, 
"Well," he said, looking at each of us in turn, but 
looking at me last and longest, "Are you ready to find 
your horse?" 
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The lone wolf, his fur turned silver with age walked 
cautiously into the stranger pack's den area, and was 
met immediately by a vicious snarl. 


His head snapped to the side and he saw advancing 
toward him menacingly, a she wolf with fur as white 
as snow and teeth as sharp as stones stalking toward 
him, her teeth pulled away from her teeth in warning, 
another snarl rumbling in her throat, ready to turn 
into a roar if he so much as looked at the den where 
her cubs slept in the wrong way. 


He whined and crouched low to the ground, twisting 
his neck to bare his throat to show that he meant no 
harm and that if she told him to leave he would, 
without argument or delay. He was too tired and old 
to fight. 


After a moment of starring him straight in the eyes, 
while he kept his pointed politely at the sky, she 
snorted and growled in a voice taught with tension, 
“don't move, or I'll rip your throat out," and then she 
threw up her majestic head toward the clouds and let 
a long, loud howl rip itself from her quavering throat. 


Try as hard as he might, the old wolf could not 
understand what she said, because each pack had its 
own separate howling language, though it was 
impossible to tell the difference if you were a non- 
wolf, like a human, the slight differences and 
variances in pitch and tone were enough to confuse a 
wolf strange to the pack. 


The white she-wolf only let the howl last as long as it 
had needed to be, and she starred him down until the 
reply came, from not so far away to the right. 


She shook her head slightly and growled to him, 
"Stand up you, what is your name?" 


So hostile was the question that the frail old wolf took 
a step back, "My-my name is Adano," he said, dipping 
his head in respect. 


The she-wolf tilted her head to the side at the sound 
of the name, her grey eyes widening in amazement, 
and then she threw up her head in a franticly 
wavering howl, her slitted eyes still locked onto 
Adano's. 


When the answering reply sounded, closer this time, 
it was with alarm and embarrassment that the she- 
wolf turned toward Adano, her ears flat against her 
skull again, but not in hostility this time, but in keen 
apology. 

And this time it was she who crouched low to the 
ground, and bared her throat, all the while apologies 
flooding from her, "Adano, I'm sorry, I should have 
recognized you; Molimo talks about you all the time, 
and you resemble him so much, I should have known 


you were his brother..." 


She trailed off as Adano looked at her perplexed, 
unable to comprehend what she was saying; it had 
been years since he had last seen his younger brother, 
Molimo, and at that time he had been a cub still, just 
barely old enough to be allowed out of the den. 


“W-what?" Adano said, his jaw open in surprise, 
“Molimo is the Alpha?" 


The she wolf seemed surprised that he didn't already 
know, she was about to answer him, when she was 
interrupted by a loud baying that announced the 
returning pack. A moment later, the entire pack, 
almost twenty wolves in total, burst through the 
underbrush and into the clearing, a huge dark grey 
and white wolf in the lead. 


As soon as he saw Adano, his ears went flat against 
his skull and he bounded toward them, his ice blue 
eyes alight with joy. "My brother!" he cried as he 
skidded to a stop, and Adano was forced to look up 
into his eyes, so much taller was his younger brother 
than he. 


Adano's jaw dropped open again, "Brother, the years 
have treated you kindly, look how tall you've grown!" 
he exclaimed in wonder, and his brother grinned at 
him, his teeth barred playfully. 

"And you're getting old!" Molimo said, nudging his 
long lost brother's shoulder with his nose. 

Adano smiled, not the least bit insulted, "yes, but 
there's one good thing that comes with age, I know 
more stories than you could ever learn!" he said, 


barking with laughter. 


"Stories, eh?" Molimo asked, his blue eyes glinting 
mischievously, and he turned to the white she-wolf. 
“Snowstar," he said, "I think today is the day that my 
cubs get to meet the rest of their family, it isn't 
everyday that their mysterious uncle visits, go and 
ask Lalaya if she is ready to show them to the others!" 
he said, his voice ringing with his pride. 

The rest of the wolves crowded around Adano to 
introduce themselves, and soon he was lost in the sea 
of unfamiliar faces and names, and his vision started 
to go black, and his heart rate sped with the 
remembrance of pain and terror. 


Molimo saw this in Adano's normally red eyes, which 
were Starting to turn dark, and he snapped at the 
Surrounding wolves and snarled at them to back off, 
telling them that he was a loner, and that he wasn't 
used to so many wolves at once, and other things that 
were lies too. 


The old silver wolf clenched his eyes tightly shut, and 
tried to stop the flood of memories that threatened to 
sweep him away. Molimo whined uneasily as the stood 
there together in silence, while the other wolves 
backed away, whispering to themselves about the 
newcomer, and pitying him for being a lone wolf, 
without a pack to call his own. One of them, a black 
furred female, suggested to her friend that they invite 
him to stay with them. 


Molimo heard all of this, and once the others were out 
of earshot, he whispered, his muzzle held close to his 


silver brother's head, "Is it getting worse, Adano?" 


He had to wait a moment for his brother to answer, 
and when he did it was so quiet and hoarse that he 
hardly heard it at all. "Yes, every year, the pain grows 
worse, and the darkness—" He chocked back a sob, 
and some of the wolves looked at them in concern, "It 
looms closer every time I close my eyes, and my 
dreams, they are haunted by the faces of the past, 
Molimo, I can hardly keep my thoughts together, the 
only reason I came to you is because I must tell you 
what I've seen!" 


He hung his head as he whispered this, and Molimo 
leaned closer, and whispered in a voice tight with 
anxiety, "Adano, what is it? What is it that has you so 
alarmed? What could be so horrible?" 


And the silver wolf was about to answer his question 
when a collective gasp went through the wolf pack, 
and they both looked toward the den, to see four cubs 
tottering into the sunlight, blinking and huddling 
against their mother's legs as she stood over them, he 
head hung low over their heads as she whispered 
comfort to them. She flashed a proud smile to 
Molimo, and he smiled in spite of himself, unable to 
contain his joy at seeing his cubs meet the rest of 
their family for the first time. 


Adano starred at them, his eyes softening, and his 
earlier fear and urgency faded to the back of his mind 
as the Alpha female led her cubs toward them and 
smiled at Adano with affection, recognizing him from 
the color of his eyes, and by how much Molimo 
resembled him. 


“Come along, children, don't be afraid, this is your 
uncle Adano!" She whispered calmly, her light brown 
fur glimmering beautifully in the sunlight as she 
smiled down at the cubs that were trying to hide 
behind her legs. 


Adano smiled at them, his eyes softening further, and 
crouched down in front of them, his eyes twinkling 
with delight. 


Two of the cubs backed away, and he heard one of 
them, a she-cub with fur that was a darker brown 
than her mother's whisper to her white-furred 
brother, "Look at his eyes, Tailo! They're red!" 


Adano chuckled, "Yes, my dear, they are, and that's 
because I starred at Sarrja's wings for so long," he 
said, because she had been starring up at the bright 
disk in the sky in amazement. 


Molimo laughed, smiling down at the she-cub, "oh you 
cubs are going to love the stories he can tell you, but 

wait—now that you're allowed out of the den, are you 

Sure you're not too old for stories?" 


His question was met immediately by the cubs' 
indigent and angry yelps that they weren't too old for 
stories, and that they still wanted to hear them. 


Tailo, the white he-cub stepped forward boldly and 
marched right up to Adano and looked up at him, his 
silver eyes sparkling with youth, "Will you tell us a 
story, uncle Adano?" he asked, his hackles raised 
across his back in response to his father's joke that 
they were too old for stories, and Adano knew that he 
would grow to be alpha one day. 


Adano laughed, throwing his head to the sky, and 
quietly, Molimo and his mate, Lalaya snuck away, to 
let him be alone with the cubs for a while because 
they sensed that it would do it good. Lalaya knew part 
of his story, but less than Molimo did. And they both 
knew that he adored children. 


Though the rest of the pack were a bit jealous that 
the new comer was going to be the first to spend time 
with the cubs, they respected their alphas, and they 
too sensed that it would make him—and the cubs— 
happy, so they left him alone and wandered off to hunt 
or sleep. 


Adano lay down on the ground and the cubs sat down 
around him, their tails wagging happily. 


“What story would you like to hear?" he asked, looked 
around at them. 


It was another she-cub, the smallest one of the litter 
who had grey fur remarkably similar to his that spoke 
up, "You should pick, uncle Adano, you're older than 
us, sO you know which one we'd like the most!" 


This was immediately met with a chorus of yips and 
agreement from the rest of her siblings so she held 
her head high in pride and smiled up at Adano. 


He nodded and closed his eyes, as he thought about 
which story he wanted to tell them, and then he 
remembered a story, a story that he had known for so 
long that he had almost forgotten it, and he smiled 
internally, his eyes still closed, as he lay his head 
down on his paws and recited, with perfect memory: 


"Spawned in the shadows created as the sun 


rose, 
Fiery and burning, into the sky for the first, 


— The bright god's fears of the nothing 
compelling him to brilliance— 


That was when it was born. 
And as it lifted its head to the sky, 


Its lungs filling with the first breath of air ever 
stirred, 


The fiery god looked down in horror, 


His mind trying to comprehend what his terror 
had wrought, 


And then the beast, the son of the god, let outa 
cry as high to the heavens, 


And all the others, the god's parents and friends 
gone before, 


Even the souls that had been lost forever, 
All cried out in horror. 

Because without darkness there can be no light, 
And with no bright, there cannot be dark, 
For that had been as the land was, 
Before the fear strove the fiery god to brilliance, 
No light, but no dark either, 

For one cannot exist without the other. 
There had been peace, before, no color or visions 
To torment the mind, 

No such thing as bodies, for without light or 


dark, 
There is nothing. 
But there was, the ones come before us, 
The ones we Call the gods, 
They were there, 


And their thoughts and imaginations formed our 
world, 


Because as the fiery god shone his light on it for 
the first, 


There was nothing to be seen 


Because it hadn't been seen, and so did not 
exist, 


And so the gods and their thoughts filled the 
blankness in only a moment, 


Filling the entire world—but no, not filling it, 
For there was nothing to fill—they created it, 
In that single amazing moment, 

That was when our world was born. 

And as the fiery god looked down on the world, 
The world he had wrought from his black wings, 
Now given form and solidness and shape, 


The beast he had born into that new world 
starred up at him, 


Its white eyes burning with fear— 


For in creating the world, the god had created 
emotions, 


Feelings, and while the good ones, 
Love, kindness, and devotion, 
Went to the gods and the light, 
The bad ones, 
Hate, violence and bloodlust were forced upon 
the dark, 


And that terrible harbinger was the very essence 
of the shadows, 


And so it felt not of love or kindness, not of joy 
or SOrrow, 


But only felt it hatred towards the one who had 
forged it, 
For giving it such heartbreaking emotions, 
And it swore to end that fiery god and his kind, 


That it might return to the peace it had touched 
for an instant before it existed. 


And so the war began. 


As the beast let out a cry, a cry containing all the 
horror and despair in the world, 


It leapt for the fiery god in the sky, held aloft by 
his black wings 
That seemed to mock the dark he had created 
with his light. 
The fiery god's own Creator, 


His mother, leapt in front of him to defend him 
from his fate, 


But in doing so she looked into her son's face, 


And beheld his sorrow and fear of the dark, his 
terror of the future and of himself, 


And was blinded by it. 
She fell from the sky, 
Her skin taking on the hues of the first light, 
Green, gold, and blue, 
And she fell to the ground, 
And as her skin touched the barren soil, 
It too took on her colors, 
And plants and animals sprang from the ground, 
Now her funeral pyre, burning with life, 


And the animals watched with horror as the 
beast leapt for the fire in the sky, 


For they knew the sadness of the mother who 
had fallen, 


Because they were of her and apart of her, 


And as the shadow of the beast covered the 
earth, 


Plunging them back into the darkness that had 
never been, 


They raised their voices in a cry, a howl, 


Every voice that had been created a moment 
before rose up to the sky, 


A wail against the darkness that they so feared, 


Having taken their fear from the god that had 
created it. 


And as the fiery god fell from the sky, 
The beast he had given life tearing at him, 


Its claws as white as light and its skin as black 
as the darkness, 


It took his hand in its jaws and he screamed in 
pain, 
And as the creatures of the new planet heard his 
Cry, 
They ceased their howl and began to snarl and 
roar at the shadow coming closer, 


And as the fiery god hit the ground, his dark son 
upon him, 


Tearing at his face where the light stemmed 
forth, 


All of the minds of the new creatures converged 
into one single thought, the first thought: 


Fight back! 


And they sprang at the beast, and tore into its 
skin, 


Which bled black blood that burned them like 
fire, 


And as they fell back, writhing, 
The other gods cried out for their pain, 
And drew together to attack. 
There were many gods then, 
More than is possible to count, 
And that was the only reason they were able to 


overwhelm the beast, 
And save the fiery god from his fate. 
But he covered his face with his hands, 
Shouting at them not to look at him, 


Lest the share the same fate as his mother, yet 
unnamed, 


As were all the creatures and beings. 


And his blood mingled with the gold tears that 
his eyes shed, 


And the drops fell to the ground, 


And where they splashed the ground began to 
dissolve and sink, 


And from these drops of his blood and gold the 
oceans rose up. 


The gods quickly leapt into the sky, 
Terrified of being caught in these rising waters, 


But one of them, with skin as blue as the waters 
themselves, 


Was too slow, and the waters rose so high as to 
touched her foot as she fled, 


And she instantly fell back, unable to breathe or 
utter a cry of help, 


And disappeared below the sparkling waves 
while her sisters watched in horror from the 
clouds. 


And the animals too tried to escape from the 
flooding lands, 


And those that didn't make it were changed 
instantly: 


The wind above the water as poison to them, 
As it clenched their lungs like a fist, 
Until they finally fell back under the water, 
And discovered that it gave them breath, 


And that they could move about even more so 
than before, 


And when they found the fallen goddess, 
Asleep at the bottom of the ocean, 
They found it to be beautiful too. 
They were the first to give a name, 


And they named their sleeping goddess after the 
beauty she compelled, 


But not for words, for those were the first words, 


They named her after the music they heard in 
their minds, 


And the beauty of her eyes and kindness as she 
comforted them, 


And so they cried out, bubbles of air coming 
from their lips, 
You are Natapha! 
And as they whispered her name to the new 
goddess of the seas, 
And she whispered their names back, calling one 
of them Dal'Kanta, and another Fish, 


And Dolphin and Shark and Kajalta and 
Seadragon 


The creatures above the waters heard it, and 
wished themselves to be like named. 


So they whispered among themselves, 


Until the bravest one of them with fur as grey as 
the stones under their feet, 


Lifted up his voice into song, 
Asking the gods to give them names too, 
That all might recognize them, 
Name us! 
The brave one sang, while the others watched. 


And the fiery god himself looked down on the 
brave creature, 


And thought how beautiful his song, 
And so decide to name him Wolf. 


Then another creature cried out in a loud and 
roaring voice, 


And the fiery god named him Bear, 
And he named another Cat, and another Bird, 


And Deer, and Mouse, and Snake, and Cow, and 
Rabbit; 
He named all the creatures that wished to be 
named, 


Leaving those without voices to be named by 
their fellow creatures, 


And then he spoke out, speaking to all the 
creatures he had named: 


What is my name? 
And they all cried out in song, the words coming 
to their minds at once, 


You are Sarrja, and you shall rule until the end of time 
and light! 


And your mother and creator was Kaitalayen. 
And, 
Said the fiery god, now given the name of Sarrja, 
What shall this new world that all inhabit be named? 
And they sang the words even louder, 
Their song joined by that of all the gods, 


The innumerable, uncountable gods that lived 
then, 


All the creatures knew it, 
Even the creature that had attacked its father, 
Sarrja, 
And the words where this: 


This our world is Quilluc, the first world of this 
planet! 


And as the creature that had been born of the 
darkness 


—Instead of the light—fled from the gods and 
their mortal protectors, 


And hid underneath the ground in the shadows 
that made it feel some peace, 


It grew conscious, and so it named itself, and 
said thus: 


I am the Daklarahkor, I am the end of everything, and 
so the new beginning. 


But in the moment after it had named itself, 
Its mind grew weary, and its conscious sank deep 
down, 

Forgetting that it had ever felt it, 

As it sank into the shadows, 

And slept beneath the ground. 


And it would remain that way for so long that all 
would forget it had even existed, 


Even the gods. 
All but one. 
And that was how the world was born." 


As the silvery furred wolf finished its story, the cubs 
that had been sitting patiently around leapt to their 
feet, giving puppyish yelps and barks of joy, and the 
largest one, Tailo, the one that had white fur and grey 
eyes, tugged gently on the old wolf's fur, "Tell us 
another story, uncle!" he cried, his tail wagging 
furiously and his little face peering up at the old silver 
wolf. 


Another asked in a quiet, awe filled voice how he 
knew that that had really happened. 
And Adano's eyes filled with sadness, but he directed 


his ancient gaze to the stars so that the cubs wouldn't 
become alarmed. But he didn't answer them out loud, 


because it was his secret that even Molimo, his fake 
brother didn't know. 


And instead he lifted his voice into a howl—a howl 
that the cubs joined in even though they couldn't 
understand it, thinking it to be his way of ending the 
StOry. 


And they had no hope of understanding it, because it 
was the first howl, and to the stars that had been born 
after him he said the answer: Because I was there! 


And though the cubs couldn't understand their 
pseudo-uncle's howl, they felt his sadness, and 
wanted to distract him. 


“Tell us another story!" they clamored when he slowly 
closed his throat and looked down at them. 


He sighed, but he smiled too, his ancient mind 
forgetting that equally ancient sadness that had 
seemed to surround his thoughts just moment before. 


And so he lay down, his head resting on his paws as 
the cubs huddled closer, their ears forward and their 
eyes alight with anticipation, he began the next story. 


"Once, long, long, long ago, before you or your 
parents were born, on the land beyond the Great 
Waters, there was a princess, who's people were 
magical, able to change from an animal into a human 
and back again at will. Her family changed into cats, 
lynxes, mountain lions, tigers and leopards. It is said 
that the princess's fur was as white as the snow and 
the clouds, and that her eyes were as blue as the sky 
that gave them both life. 


She was very beautiful, but no one ever noticed this, 


because they thought she was different, because her 
voice was silent and she was unable to communicate 
with her family, though she loved them dearly, 
especially her twin brother, the mountain lion, whose 
fur was as dark as the bark on the trees, and whose 
eyes were as silver as moonlight." He said, lifting his 
head to point at the trees that surrounded the pack's 
clearing, and then at the moon. The cubs starred at 
them in wonder, trying to imagine a mountain lion 
with such dark fur. 


Adano continued, his eyes closed as he remembered 
back to the story. 


"One day, as she was hunting, she wandered out of 
her family's territory and found a stag. She began to 
stalk it, unaware that on the other side of the hill, a 
Similar creature was doing the same. And they both 
pounced at the same time, and the princess fell 
unconscious as they hit their head together, and when 
She woke up, she found that a white wolf with blue 
eyes was walking toward her, some of the meat from 
the stag in its jaws, and offering it to her. 


She immediately realized that he was from the other 
family of animal-humans who lived on the other side 
of the forest and field, so she changed back to her 
human form and told him her name by drawing a 
picture on the ground..." 
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Half an hour later, Rilo came back, five different 
horses following him in single file. He had gone out 
into the herd to find the ones that he thought were 
the most likely to choose me. 


Out of the five he had brought back, two of them were 
female, and the other three were male. And the two of 
the males were foals. 


One of them, the taller one, had dark brown skin with 
a single white diamond shape on his forehead, and his 
mane and tail were black. The other foal was almost 
solid black, but for the white bands on his legs just 
above his hooves. The rest of the horses were adults, 
and the male was light grey, with sprinkles of white 
thrown across his back like snow. The two females 
were twin sisters—which was very rare—and they 
were almost indistinguishable, but for the fact that 
one of them had a coat that was more reddish than 
brown. 


I didn't feel any special connection to any of them, 
and they didn't seem to give much thought about me 
either, although the twin with the reddish coat did 
nuzzle my hand when I reached out to pet her. 


Rilo smiled, and told me to back away a bit and to 


shift into my other form, to see which one wasn't 
afraid of me, because the horse that chose me would 
have to be the same with me in my other form or my 
human form. 


I did, trying to act as small as possible, and all of the 
horses, the foals in particular, were terrified. The 
brown sister reared up and then she and her twin 
raced away, leading the two male foals to safety. 


Only the grey and white adult male remained, and 
when I slowly approached as Rilo instructed me to, he 
held his ground, his ears flickering uneasily, but not 
with outright terror, as the others had displayed, he 
trusted Rilo. 


But when I was standing right in front of him, my 
body language the picture of peacefulness, I saw his 
nostrils flare as he caught my scent, and he 
immediately reared up, screaming in fear, before 
smashed his hooves onto the ground and galloped 
away at full speed. 


Rilo seemed perfectly confused, and I sat down, 
dejected, wondering what I had done wrong. 


An hour later, Rilo had brought his third group of 
horses to me, and it ended with the same result, they 
all fled from me when they saw me in my other form, 
whether they saw me in my human form first or not, 
they were all afraid of me. 


As the last horse, a white mare with a black man, 
galloped away to be swallowed by the rest of the 
herd, I growled and stalked back to the carriage, not 
even caring anymore if I got a horse or not. 


On my way there I passed the sleeping Rylashea, and 
it opened one of its eyes and blew a sleepy ring of 
smoke from its nostrils as it watched me walk past. It 
yawned, revealing its huge teeth, and then curled 
tighter into a ball and began to make a strange, half- 
crooning sound that was almost a humming. 


I stopped curious, and tilted my head at the dragon. It 
tilted its head back, copying me, as it continued to 
hum. I tilted my head back to normal and it did too, so 
I walked toward it and reached out a cautious hand 
toward its spiked head. 


It hummed louder, which I took to mean yes, and I 
gently places my fingertips on its forehead, and the 
warm blood red scales were warm under my hand. 


It closed it eyes and I copied it, and instantly a vision 
filled my mind. 


I was looking down from the sky, looking through the 
dragon's eyes, and below me stretched a huge rocky 
canyon, atleast one hundred paces wide, and full of 
the bellowing and screams of other dragons, wild 
dragons. 


My vision dived closer, and I heard the wings as they 
beat the wind, and I saw through its eyes as it neared 
a large ledge near the middle of the cliff. There was a 
big pile of rocks piled on the ledge, and as I watched, 
the dragon who's eyes I was looking through blew a 
soft white flame over the rocks, heating them until 
they glowed like coals. The grasses and logs that had 
been wedged in between the stones caught fire, and 
the dragon snorted, then pawed through the rocks. As 


it moved them out of the way, it revealed a large 
white egg the size of a plate. The dragon touched the 
egg with its nose, as if to see that it was all right, and 
then pushed the rocks back into place. 


Then it launched itself back into the sky and the 
countryside disappeared until I saw a road, and on 
that road was a huge caravan of horses and people— 
the Lyetta—heading toward a village on the cliffs 
where the dragons lived among the people. 


I pulled my hand back and the dragon gazed back at 
me with its limpid ruby colored eyes. 


It tilted its head to the side slightly and nodded, as if 
knowing my thoughts, and I quickly ran back to Rilo, 
a new question burning in my mind. 


Rilo! Rilo! Wait! 1 thought, because he was about to 
Slip back into the herd to find more horses, and I ran 
up to him and splattering the backs of my legs with 
mud as I slid in the slippery grass to stop before him. 
He turned around and seemed surprised at my 
expression, because he said, "What's wrong Echo?" he 
asked, concerned, mistaking my excitement for fear. 


I grinned at him, and thought loudly, Rilo, is there a 
village that the Lyetta visit where the people live with 
dragons and ride on dragons and Iet other people buy 
the eggs, but only if the parents like them enough to 
give them their egg? 


He was startled, and he said, confused that I hadn't 
already known, "Y-yes, that's where we're going now, 
but its still a few weeks travel away—" 


I cut him off with a quick thought. Rilo! A dragon is 


going to give me its egg so that I can be its rider! 
End of chapter Twenty-Five. 
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That night, as I curled up on my bed, my thoughts 
colored with excitement, my dreams continued the 
story I had seen before, the story I knew would 
happen in the future so far away I couldn't even 
imagine a number for the years. 


But this time it was in a different order; what I 
dreamt of that night would happen before the death 
of the rider and his violet-scaled dragon... 


The silver moon hung low and giant in the sky as a 
golden haired queen ran between the darkening trees 
with the grace of a hunter, following a shadow that 
leapt just out of my sight as I ran beside her, a pale 
shining daemon in the dead of the night. 


We ran in perfect harmony, weaving through the trees 
in the silver light of the moon, as the trees around us 
grew older, wiser, and more alive. 


There was a light ahead, and as we drew closer, I saw 
that it was a living, breathing spirit of fire. 


It was a bird with feathers as red as blood and a tail 
so long that the ends of the feathers were licks of 
flame, and as it fanned its great wings, a wave of 
welcome heat rolled toward us. The night was cold. 


And as the queen crept forward, something amazing 
happened, but she didn't see it. 


There was one tree that caught my eye, but the queen 
had already passed it, was already bowing to the 
strange fiery bird, so she didn't see when the tree's 
branches rustled, though there was no wind. 


And neither did she see when the tree's bark begin to 
pull away, revealing a hollow center lined with white 
crystal that reflected the blue stars that filled the sky 
above. She didn't see what lay hidden there. 


But I did. 
The queen, meanwhile, seemed to be in pain. 


As I opened my mouth to scream in horror, she let 
loose an agony filled, animalistic howl that was loud 
enough for both of us. 


End of Chapter Twenty-Six. 
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“What? What do you want me to say?" I asked bitterly, 
my voice rising to an almost-shout, "That I'm sorry? 
You think that that will change anything? You think 
that if I apologize everything will go back to normal, 
that she'll come back?" 


My father starred at me for a moment, his dark green 
eyes filled with sadness, before he stormed out of the 
cave, his anger trailing behind him like smoke, 
infecting the entire atmosphere of the cave. I heard 
him shift into his tiger form as soon as he was out of 
Sight. 


I winced, and buried my head in my arms, trying to 
hold back the tears, my anger suddenly evaporated 
completely, as if it had never been. 


I hated arguing with my father. 
Every time he looked at me, everytime I saw the 
disappointment in his eyes, I felt like I had to fight 


back, fly into a rage and tell him without saying it 
aloud that it wasn't his fault, it was mine. Because I 


wasn't the one he was disappointed in, it was himself. 
For raising the daughter that had gone out of her way 
to make the life of a daughter of a god, and one of our 
parent gods no less, miserable. 


Thinking back, I realize that I had always known that 
She was different, and not just because of her fur, or 
her lack of a voice, I think I was afraid of her. 


But that didn't mean I had any excuses for what I'd 
done. 


Not that I let anyone else know how I felt. 


“Rakill, could you hand me that?" S'rowsa asked, 
pointing to a lidded basket that was leaning against 
the wall. 


She was the only one who didn't glare at me when 
they thought I wasn't looking—though some didn't 
seem to care if I knew or not—I think she knew how I 
felt, but she kept her counsel, and didn't bother me. 
She didn't even act at all different towards me, if not 
for being even more kind. 


I stood up and picked it up—it was almost heavy, 
because it was full of wood for carving—and slowly 
walked toward her. She was in the back of the cave, 
sitting on a woven mat decorated with dots that were 
Supposed stars, with Splash asleep on her bed of 
rabbit furs. 

I handed her the basket. "Thank you, Rakill." She said 
quietly. 

I nodded, and was about to walk away, and sit back in 


my corner, when Splash opened her eyes and yawned, 
baring her tiny little kitten teeth, her light fur with 


darker brown stripes blending in with the fur she was 
sleeping on so much that she was almost invisible. 


My eyes softened unconsciously, and I thought I saw 
S'rowSa smile out of the corner of my eye. 


I knew that Splash wouldn't be able to change out of 
her human form until she was atleast three, and I 
once again wondered what she would look like, with 
those strange eyes of hers... 


Which made me think of my eyes, and the mother who 
had died when she went to the Well Spring with 
Jalkuo and Cloud. 


Cloud... 


My mind went back, to after the tornado, when we all 
came back to the camp. The elders held a meeting. All 
of the adults went, they wouldn't tell us anything, but 
the older kids knew that they were discussing Cloud. 


She had lied to the entire clan for almost fifteen 
years. I didn't listen to what her punishment would be 
when they called a meeting of all the hunters. I hadn't 
wanted to know, so I'd stayed behind, and pretended I 
was sick. She was banished though, that I knew, that 
was obvious...there wasn't anyone that didn't know 
that. Except for maybe Echo, but she was gone. And 
She probably wouldn't come back, not after how we...I 
mean, | treated her. 


I rearranged my expression and smiled softly at 
Splash before I looked to my father's mate for 
permission to sit. She simply smiled and began to 
rummage through the basket—before lowering myself 
to the ground and sitting beside her cross-legged. 


I watched her for a while as she used a round stone 
and some sand from the river to smooth the inside of 
what would be a bowl. 


My mind began to wander though, after almost half 
an hour. I stood up, and without a word of farewell, 
walked out of the cave. S'rowsa didn't say anything, 
or ask where I was going. She knew. 

End of Chapter Twenty-Seven. 
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I was lightheaded with excitement...and frustration. 


In the far distance, past the white hills covered in 
snow, I could see smoke drifting up into the sky—the 
village of Tarunas, where the People of the Dragon 
lived, so Queen Ventarai had told me herself. 


She had heard of my vision, and had sent a runner 
ahead a few days ago to ask the Elsai, as they called 
themselves, to alert the dragon queens that had eggs. 
The Queen promised me that as soon as we arrived, I 
would be taken to the cliffs where the dragons had 
their nests. 


But we had been stuck here for almost an hour. The 
Snow, which was up to my knees, was too deep for the 
horses or the carriages to push through. People were 


still trying to dig through the snow in front of the 
wheels, and trying to tramp it down enough for the 
horses to walk through, but they weren't making 
much progress, and when I tried to help, they just 
waved me away. 


I was sitting on top of one of the carriages, my legs 
dangling over the side as I leaned back, my arms 
behind me, starring at the sky, which was devoid of 
clouds and was the beautiful blue that only comes 
after it snows. 


I heard D'naal climb up behind me, and didn't look 
over at him until he was sitting next to me. "Hi." He 
Said. 


I smiled; Hello. 


He said nothing after that, and for a while we looked 
at the sky and watched as the people continued 
attempting to clear away the snow. The horses 
shivered and neighed in their harnesses. 


D'naal suddenly broke the silence, his breath visible 
in the cold air, and I watched it drift slowly upwards 
before fading away as he spoke. "They're never going 
to get the snow out of the way, well, not today 
atleast." 


I continued to watch the sky, saying nothing. 


Suddenly, movement out of the corner of my eye 
caught my attention, and I turned my head to the 
east, toward the village. At first glance, there seemed 
to be nothing out of the ordinary. I help up my hand to 
Shield my eyes from the glare of the sun and almost 
instantly my eyes spotted the movement. I squinted at 


the black dot that was steadily becoming larger, as it 

sped toward us across the sky. I didn't even have time 
to realize what I was looking at before D'naal gasped 

as he saw what I was looking at. 


"A dragon!" He said excitedly, standing up and waving 
his arms at the Lyetta below, pointing toward the dot 
in the sky that was now almost as big as my hand. 


There was a flurry of activity as the Lyetta who had 
been trying to clear away the snow scrambled to 
move out of the way as the dragon grew closer. I 
stood up next to D'naal, my heart racing with 
excitement. 


With silent precision, the rider that I could see sitting 
astride the back of the dragon leaned forward and to 
the side, and a moment later the dragon folded its 
wings slightly, so that it was coming toward us ata 
steep angle, going faster that I would ever be able to 
run. 


It was close enough now for my sharp eyes to make 
out some of the details. Through the sparkling light, I 
could just barely make out the fact that the scales 
covering its body were red, like blood. 


There was an ominous flicker of fire around the 
dragon's teeth as it opened its mouth, and I had only 
a moment to realize what was going to happen before 
I grabbed D'naal's arms and pulled him down across 
the carriage roof, just as the dragon's fiery breath 
scorched the snow that was on the road, drawing still 
closer to us, leaving a wide strip of melted snow in its 
wake. 


The horses were rearing and screaming, and I 
thought for a moment that it wouldn't stop, and would 
instead sweep over us with its fire, but it closed its 
mouth, cutting off the swath of flames almost ten 
carriage lengths away. 


It opened its wings then and I saw them fill with air, 
slowing the dragon to an abrupt and almost total halt 
as it let its back legs hit the ground before dropping 
to all fours and coming to a running stop that 
pounded the ground just twenty paces away, its hot 
breath hissing in the cold air, its sides shuddering 
with breath as it blew the last of the smoke from its 
nostrils. 


It shook its head as the rider jumped off its side, and I 
had enough time to realize that it was a girl—she 
wore leather armour, and a strange mask with three 
long barb-like protrusions on the back covered her 
face, before someone rushed past me, their arms 
open to embrace her. Someone with long blonde hair 
and a tattoo of a bird on their chest, who didn't wear 
a shirt even now, when snow was thick on the ground, 
and still didn't seem to notice or pay and mind to the 
freezing cold. I myself wore a hooded fur cape over 
my Rusuy clothes. 


The girl ran to hug him, "Josen!" she said, giving him 
a quick hug before stepping back and looking him up 
and down. "You've grown!" she said, her voice slightly 
muffled from the mask. 


Josen laughed, "Niabi, you say that everytime I see 
you, I haven't gotten that much taller!" 


Niabi laughed and looked around. People immediately 
began to crowd around to greet her, and it was 
obvious that she was a friend to most of them. 


Then Josen saw D'naal and I on top of the carriage, 
watching. He smiled widely and gestured for us to 
come down and meet her. Quietly, so as not to 
disturbed the reunion, D'naal and I climbed down on 
the back of the carriage and walked around. 


"Niabi." Josen said when we were standing next to 
him. She turned. "I'd like you to meet Princess Echo 
of the Aloria." He said, smiling at me from the corner 
of his eye, "And D'naal, of the Nas'yll. Echo here is 
the reason we contacted your family about a dragon 
egg." 

Niabi came over to stand in front of me and tilted her 
head to the side. After a moment she lifted her hands 
to the mask that covered her face and lifted it away. 


I was barely able to hold back my gasp of amazement. 
Her head was completely devoid of hair. Not even 
eyebrows. Her eyes were twice the size of my own 
and were a deep violet purple where the whites 
Should have been. Instead of black pupils she had 
green slits. And her skin was pale red, exactly the 
Same shade as the scales that covered her dragon. 


She smiled, baring sharp pointed teeth, and held her 
hand out to me, palm out. "I greet you, Echo of the 
Aloria, silent hunter of the forest." 


Then she smiled again and turned to D'naal. "And 
you, too, I greet, D'naal of the Nas'yll, singer to the 
moon." 


Then she bowed to both of us, and gave Josen another 
hug, and whispered something in his ear that I 
couldn't hear. He nodded and she turned back to me, 
a wide grin on her face. 


"So, are you ready to pick your egg?" she asked. 


I starred at her, my eyes widening, her strange 
appearance completely forgotten, and I nodded 
quickly. 

"Well come on then! We'll ride back on my Jerralin." 
she said, running back to the dragon and vaulting 
onto its back. I looked at Josen and he smiled and 
nodded before turning to D'naal and leading him 
away, asking him how Maikaro was coming along in 
her training. 


Niabi's dragon, Jerralin, was spreading its wings. Its 
tail lifting from the ground for balance, and Niabi had 
put the mask back on. She waved for me to hurry and 
I quickly ran up to the side of the huge dragon, but 
was at a loss of what to do next. Niabi simply held her 
hand out and when I took it, pulled me onto the 
dragon's back behind her. 


"Tie this around you." She said, passing a rope to me 
that was tied to the dragon's horns in front of her. I 
nodded and tied it securely around my waist, 
suddenly afraid of falling. 


"Ready?" she asked. 
I nodded, and a moment later, the dragon leapt high 
into the air, leaving my stomach below on the ground 


as it spread its massive wings and pushed downward, 
sending us shooting straight up. 


My hair whirling around my head, Jerralin lifted us 
higher, higher, higher into the air. When I looked 
down, the people that had been standing next to mea 
moment ago were now nothing but sparsely detailed 
specks of movement. 


With the cold winter's wind rushing in our ears, 
Jerralin swung his tail to the left and swung around, 
so that we were facing the way that had come. Then 
the wind was whipping past us as we sped through 
the sky toward the distant town of Tarunas. 


In a matter of minutes we were near enough for me to 
be able to make out the details of the town—how all 
of the houses were made of large slabs of stone and 
how the scales of the dragons resting on top of the 
roofs sparkled in the sunlight, and most of them had 
scales that were some variation of the color red. The 
only one I saw that was different was black and was 
larger than the rest, and curled up beneath a huge 
tree that had white bark. It was unlike any tree I have 
ever seen, and its darkly leaved branches reached 
high into the sky as if to grab the sun. 


As we flew over the town, toward the massive tree, I 
felt the heat that radiated from the ground, and a 
sudden hot blast of the warm air filled Jerralin's wings 
and sent us abruptly higher. I held tight to the rope, 
my knuckles turning white. It felt like we were falling, 
but up. 


As Jerralin's distant shadow passed over the black 
dragon, it lifted its head and looked up at us. Aftera 
few moments it slowly unwound itself and stretched 
its wings lazily before it crouched and jumped into the 


air, where it merely opened its wings and let the 
strong hot air carry it up towards us, only having to 
flap its wings when it was beyond the range of the 
warm air. 


The black dragon made a short, quick barking noise 
as it came level with us, and Jerralin returned the 
reply. Niabi pulled out of one of the bags tied to 
Jerralin's back a dead rabbit and tossed it toward the 
black dragon. It caught it out of the air with a quick 
Snap and swallowed it whole. 


“There you go. Now lead the way, old girl, to the 
Nesting Cliffs!" Niabi said. 


The black dragon snorted and with a swish of its 
wings took off toward the cliff. We followed closely 
behind. The ground rushed by quickly, and we flew 
low, kicking up dust and dirt along the way. 


"Echo." Niabi said suddenly, twisting her head around 
to face me. I simply starred at her, unable to answer. 
She continued, as if an answer wasn't necessary. 
“When we get to the area where the dragon's make 
their nests, you must be careful in how you move, 
what you do. The female dragons are very protective, 
especially the younger ones. Don't make any sudden 
movements, but don't move too slowly either, or else 
they may think you are trying to hide something. 


"As long as they know you aren't a threat, they wont 
bother you. They need to find a rider for their eggs, 
and they know it. If you feel at all threatened by the 
mother, just back away, and move on to the next 
nest." 


Anxiety suddenly game bursting into life; it sounded 
as if I was going to be there alone. Surrounded by 
angry dragons. I pointed from her to me, my eyes 
wide, trying to get my meaning across. 


Niabi shook her head, her face hidden behind the 
mask that protected her from the wind. "You must go 
alone, I can't set foot on the nesting grounds because 
of Jerralin. The females wont allow any male near the 
nests this time of the year. I'm only escorting you to 
the edge. You have to choose which egg to bond with 
on your own." 


I starred at her back as she turned around, and 
flicked the rope tied around Jerralin's horns slightly. 
He slowly began to glide toward the ground. The 
black dragon had already landed. We were nearing 
the edge of another cliff, but this time we would be on 
top of the plateau, looking down instead of up. 


With a jolting thud, Jerralin landed, his wings thrown 
out to slow his running stop. 


“Untie yourself." Niabi said, rummaging through one 
of the bags looking for something. I quickly obeyed 
and watched with trepidation as the black dragon 
lumbered slowly over. 


For the first time I saw the silver scars that covered 
its body, long jagged claw marks and the 
unmistakable patches of burnt scales that were dull 
and chipped. As it neared, I glanced at its face and 
starred. It was missing an eye; all that remained was 
a ragged white scar and an empty socket. 


The black dragon stopped a few paces away and 


stretched its neck toward me until it was only and 
arm's length away. I stiffened. 


"It's okay, Echo, Larzeena just wants to greet you." 
Niabi said calmly. "Hold out your hand so she can 
smell you." Niabi said, lifting my hand for me and 
placing it on the black dragon's nose. 


Larzeena snorted and shook her head, backing away 
and ruffling her wings before she lifted her head and 
let out a loud roaring bellow. I flinched away, afraid 
that I had done something wrong, but Niabi just 
laughed. "She likes you, Echo, she's just telling the 
other females that you're a friend." 


She smiled at me, baring her sharp teeth, and I 
smiled back tentatively. Larzeena was approaching 
again, and Niabi told me to climb down. Jerralin 
crouched when Niabi tapped him on the head and 
ordered him down and I quickly slid off his side and 
landed on the hard ground. 


“This is where I leave you." Niabi said, "Larzeena will 
follow you from a distance, and she has her own nest 
to tend to. Once you have found the egg that you 
want, go to her and she will fly you to the Sisters of 
Fire, where they will perform the ceremony that will 
bind the hatchling inside the egg to you. They will 
also explain how to care for your dragon and all you 
need to know. But for now, take this with you." She 
said, handing me a leather-covered bowl. I looked at 
her questioningly. 

“When you have chosen your egg, you must leave that 
with the mother before you leave the nest. It will help 


her to create more fire to keep her other eggs hot, 
because the eggs themselves have gathered fire from 
their mother's breath which they hold inside them, 
helping to warm themselves and their siblings." 


I nodded, too amazed to try and ask any questions. 


"Go now, follow Larzeena, she will show you to her 
nest, and from there you will be able to go to the 
others." Niabi said, gesturing for me to stand back. 


Jerralin turned in a circle so that he was facing the 
way we had come. With a roar, he leapt forward into a 
run, and a hundred paces later leapt into the air and 
with the flash of his red wings, flew away back toward 
Tarunas. 


I watched them disappear into the clouds and a 
sudden nudge from Larzeena had me jumping almost 
right out of my skin. I turned around and saw her 
walking slowly toward the edge of the cliff. At first I 
thought she was going to fly, but then I realized that 
there was a path going down the side of the cliff, wide 
enough for even the huge dragon to walk down, and I 
followed. 


Larzeena led me down the path, her tail sweeping the 
ground free of small rocks and other things that 
might trip me, and soon we reached the floor of the 
valley. Larzeena snorted, and followed the wall of the 
cliff, which curved slowly toward the north. I followed 
in silence, my every sense alert for any sign of danger. 
The rocky plain was silent but for the crunch of 
Larzeena's feet and the sound of my own breathing. 


Larzeena suddenly stopped and turned her head to 


look at me from her one eye, which was dark, 
midnight blue, almost black. Her muzzle was pointed 
towards the sky, and I saw her teeth as she opened 
her mouth and sent white steam whooshing out with a 
hissing sound. She starred into my eyes expectantly, 
as if waiting for me to do something. 


But wait...it wasn't silent...what was that noise? I 
strained my ears to hear it, the low, almost humming 
sound that seemed to be coming from the very ground 
itself, no, not the ground, the cliff! 


I turned towards the wall of stone and inspected it 
closely. It looked as if there had been a rockslide; 
many small and medium sized stones were piled up 
against the side of the cliff, and when I reached my 
hand out and touched them with the flat of my palm, 
they were warm, almost hot, to the touch. 


Larzeena snorted, as if she had been testing me, and 
nudged me gently out of the way with her head before 
She lifted herself onto her hind legs, her wings 
extended slightly for balance. She put her front feet 
on top of the pile of boulders and began to dig, rolling 
the rocks down so that they formed a pile at her feet. 


I stepped farther back to avoid being hit and watched 
as a Small cave was revealed. Fire licked the roof of 
the shallow cave as the black dragon continued to 
pull the rocks away, until the entire cave was 
exposed. 

I had expected it to be deeper, but it was only about 


five paces deep, and maybe three wide. The roof was 
only a little bit above my head. The fire flickered and 


danced as the wind swirled around us, and at the very 
center of the flame lay three eggs. 


I took a step forward to look at them closer but 
Larzeena stretched a wing out to stop me, and I 
backed away. She folded the wing back against her 
side and tilted her head to the side, as if to tell me to 
wait. Then she turned back toward the eggs and let 
out a low, hissing breath on the fire. Almost 
immediately, the small blaze was extinguished, and 
Larzeena inclined her head again, nudging me toward 
the nest with her tail. 


I slowly walked forward and starred at the eggs, 
trying to imagine what it would feel like to be curled 
up inside one. I tentatively reached out toward the 
closest egg but stopped before I touched the it and let 
it hover a few inches away from the white shell. 


The egg was still hot from the fire; it would probably 
burn me if I touched it. I withdrew my hand and 
stepped back and shook my head at Larzeena. None 
of them were right for me. 


Larzeena tilted her head to the side, looking at me for 
a few moments, before she let out a breath that could 
have been a sigh and directed her sight farther into 
the valley. I followed her gaze and saw that another 
dragon was watching us. It's scales were red, but a 
lighter shade than Jerralin's had been, almost like the 
clouds at sunset. Beside it was a short pile of rocks, 
and I could see the faint outline of eggs in it. 


I looked back at Larzeena and she starred back with 
her one eye, then turned her gaze again to the other 


dragon, before she turned back to her own nest and 
let out a soft blue flame that swirled around the eggs. 


Gathering my courage, I turned back to the valley and 
began to walk slowly toward the nest. The cloud- 
dragon watched me, her eyes locked onto mine the 
entire time. As I drew closer, I saw that there were 
many more nests surrounding this one, and that each 
one had a red-scaled guardian, all of which were 
perfectly aware of my presence. Some of them silently 
curled themselves around their eggs protectively, 
others stood over their nests, raising their wings and 
bellowing to the sky. 


I stopped, my heart hammering, and watched in fear 
as the cloud-dragon rose to its feet and began to walk 
slowly toward me, its head held low to the ground as 
if it were stalking me, its violet eyes locked onto mine, 
its head tilted slightly to the side. 

I held perfectly still as it stopped in front of me, its 
face inches from mine, and held my breath as it drew 
in my scent through its nostrils and watched in 
fascination as it lowered its head and walked back 
toward its nest, its footsteps slow and easy. Wary, 
ready to attack at the first sign of danger, but not 
threatening... 

After a moment, I followed. 
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I slowly approached the nest of the cloud-dragon. She 
stood to the side, her head held high and her long 
scaled tail gently sweeping the ground as she 
watched me, her nostrils flared as she titled her head 
up to sniff the wind. 


Keeping my head bowed, I slowly stepped up to the 
nest. There was no fire in this nest; rather there were 
red-hot stones that surrounded the cluster of eggs 
that sat in the center. There were five in this nest, and 
all of them were a slight creamy color with brown 
flecks, though that might have been from the coals. 
They were also much smaller than Larzeena's eggs, 
almost half the size the black dragon's had been. 


I soon moved on to the next nest, careful to keep my 
footsteps soft and my movements calm and slow. This 
blood-red mother dragon was much more relaxed and 
didn't even stand up when I walked over. She lay 
curled up around the stones that made up her nest, 
and I soon discovered why she seemed so calm; she 
didn't have any eggs. 


I carefully moved onto the next nest. There was only 
one egg, but it was covered in black dust from the 
burning rocks and the other was glaring at me with 
such aggression and barely concealed tension that I 
quickly moved on. 


And then I moved to the next, and the next, and the 


next, until there were only two nests left. None of the 
eggs felt right, they were all either too big or too 
small, or just plain undesirable. I didn't even know 
why I didn't like them, I just didn't. Not to mention 
the fact that some of their mothers were looking at 
me like they wanted to eat me. 


I was approaching one of the last two nests. There 
was no mother that I could see tending to this one, 
but I could see the eggs that were nestled within the 
small fire. Looking around me warily to see if I could 
spot the mother, I cautiously crept up to the high pile 
of rocks. 


I heard the same humming that I had heard from 
Larzeena's nest, and once again, I wondered what it 
meant. There were only two eggs; one of them was a 
beautiful, soft pinkish color. The other was the same 
color as the clouds that had slowly began to form in 
the sky; a slightly murky grey with lighter patches of 
almost the same color, with almost invisible flecks of 
yellow, like lightning hiding in the sky. 

My heard pounding, I reached a trembling hand out 
to touch the grey egg. The humming grew louder, and 
as I pressed my palm lightly against the side of the 
Shell, the humming suddenly stopped, and instead I 
heard a different sound, a strange, alien heartbeat. 


Thud, thud, thud, thud. Thud, thud, thud, thud. Thud, 
thud, thud, thud. 


Two hearts, two heartbeats, the sound moving into my 
hand, up my arm and into my mind. 


Hello. | whispered with my mind, wondering if the 


hatchling inside would be able to hear me, but I 
wasn't really expecting a reply, so I wasn't surprised 
when I didn't get one. 


I was surprised, however, when I found myself flying 
through the air, the front claws of a dragon digging 
into my shoulders. Before I could cry our or even 
think of reacting, the dragon dropped me and [ hit the 
ground in a roll, almost a hundred paces away from 
the nest and the grey egg that I knew was meant for 
me. 


I stumbled to my feet, and saw with rising fear the 
dragon that had pulled me away from the nest. It was 
by far the smallest dragon I had seen yet, and 
obviously the youngest of the mothers, and I 
remembered suddenly that Niabi had said the 
younger ones were the most protective. 


But it being young didn't help me that much. I could 
see the way its teeth, each one longer than my pointer 
finger, gleamed sharp and bright in the sunlight, and I 
also recognized the deadly grace that belonged to all 
Aloria in their other form. A lethal hunter. 


Behind me I could hear the other dragons shifting 
nervously, and suddenly one of them let out a loud, 
heart-stopping cry. The young dragon hissed and 
opened its mouth wide; it was only ten paces away. 

I watched, rooted to the spot in mesmerized terror. 
With a whooshing sound, the dragon breathed in 
deeply. Flame flickered around the teeth as I starred, 
knowing what would happen but unable to stop it. 


Then there was the sound of rushing wind, and an 


instant later, an instant of perfect opportunity, 
Larzeena was flying toward the young mother as if 
from nowhere, and with a loud crash, slammed into 
her side and sent her rolling off her feet through the 
dust. 


Larzeena landed in front of me and let out a reptilian 
snarl, her head held low and her entire body tense. 
The mother slowly got to her feet, her tail lashing 
back and forth violently as she starred from her nest 
to me and back to Larzeena. 


Suddenly I heard a voice, old and wise, that seemed 
to echo through the valley, though it wasn't loud, no, 
not even a whisper. 


“Get the egg, then go to the cliff." The voice said, 
distinctly female, and definatly commanding. The 
sudden image of black scales flashed through my 
mind. 


Larzeena? 


But the huge black dragon never took her eyes off the 
offender, didn't even say anything more, if the voice 
had been hers at all, didn't even act as if she knew I 
was still there. 


I starred for just one more moment before I took off 
toward the nest with the grey egg, my egg. I was 
halfway there when I tripped over something; it was 
the bowl that I was supposed to leave. But it was 
broken. 


There was a deep crack in the side and when I picked 
it up, it was so light that I knew it was empty. My eyes 
widened in alarm, but I didn't have time to wonder 


what would happen if she couldn't make more fire for 
the other egg; I could hear Larzeena and the mother 
dragon fighting. 

Dropping the bowl where I had found it, I ran the rest 
of the way to the nest, and skidded to a halt a few feet 
away, starring directly into the gaze of one of the 
other mother dragons, whose scales were the darkest 
red I had seen yet. 


She starred back for a few seconds before she gently 
nudged the pink egg towards the edge of the nest and 
rolled it down the side with one of her front feet. I 
watched as it gently picked the egg up in its mouth 
and carried it to its own nest, the one that I hadn't 
been to yet, and carefully set it down next to the 
other eggs before she blew fire over them all. I 
realized that she was going to take care of the 
mother's last remaining egg, because the other 
dragon couldn't make any more fire without the liquid 
that had been in the bowl; she wasn't old enough yet, 
and that the dark red dragon was the younger one's 
mother. 


And then I realized that the dark red dragon had told 
me that, in a silent and unconscious way. 


Thanking her with my mind, I scooped up the grey 
egg and cradled it in my arms before I began to run 
as fast as I dared while trying not to drop it toward 
the cliff. The sound of Larzeena and the young dragon 
fighting was getting closer and more vicious, as if the 
young mother were trying to chase me. The other 
mothers that I passed quickly crowded in behind me, 
as if to form a wall and protect me as they raised their 


great reptilian voices in an almost howl. 


The sound followed me the entire way to the cliff face, 
and I didn't trip once this time, so fearful was I of 
hurting the egg and the hatchling inside. 


I was scrambling my way up the path when I heard a 
last, wailing cry from the mother, then silence as the 
rest of the dragons slowly quieted, the sound of their 
ruffling wings and scuffing footsteps the only sounds I 
could hear but for my breathing, and the beating of 
my heart. 


I chanced a look back when I reached the flat plateau. 


The valley was full of smoke. It was pouring from the 
mouths and nostrils of the dragons, who were now 
crouched protectively over their nests and baring 
their teeth at the young one, who stood alone and 
bloodied in the middle of the valley, her head held low 
as Larzeena stood next to her, her teeth still bared, a 
fresh wound on her shoulder trickling bright red 
blood that was visible even from as far away as I was. 


And as I watched, the young dragon slowly padded 
back to her now empty nest and curled up. Then she 
lifted her head to the sky and let out a low, keening 
cry. Larzeena didn't even glance back at her, and 
instead began to run toward me before she launched 
herself into the air, her wings out to catch the wind. 


As I waited for her to land, I carefully looked over the 
egg, wanting to make sure it hadn't somehow gotten 
cracked or anything while I had been running and 
climbing. It was fine, just a little bit of dust, which I 
quickly wiped away with my hand. When I put my ear 


to it, I could still hear the hatchling's heartbeat. 
Thud, thud, thud, thud. Thud, thud, thud, thud. Thud, 
thud, thud, thud. 


With her wings spread wide to slow her landing, 
Larzeena landed a few paces away, and quickly folded 
her wings and flicked her tail impatiently. The cur on 
her shoulder had stopped bleeding already. I tried to 
figure out how to climb on; Larzeena was much 
bigger than Jerralin, and I had needed Niabi's help to 
get on him... 


As if she knew what I was thinking, Larzeena 
stretched out her foreleg toward me and waited. 
Suddenly understanding, I quickly held the egg 
against my chest with one arm. The rough black 
scales made the perfect handhold. They weren't 
smooth, like a snake's, which made it almost 
impossible to slip on and almost too easy to pull 
myself up and onto her back. 


Once there, I quickly tied myself to her with the rope 
that was tied to her horns—and I noticed for the first 
time that she had three, unlike the other dragon's I 
had seen so far, who only had two—and wrapped my 
arms securely around the grey egg before I tapped 
her side with my foot to signify that I was ready. 


In an instant she had unfolded her wings, turned 
toward the cliff that I had just climbed, and leapt off 
into thin air. In mid-air, she turned in a graceful, slow 
arc, and soon we were heading back toward Tarunas, 
the now dark grey clouds hanging low over our heads. 
I wondered if it was going to snow again. 


A sudden gust of particularly cold air rushed past us, 
and I snuggled the egg closer to me, my arms 
wrapped around it and my head resting on top to 
keep it warm. The plateau was disappearing fast 
beneath us, and I leaned carefully over Larzeena's 
side to look down. But I quickly pulled back, the sight 
of the ground so far below suddenly making me dizzy. 


Tarunas was below us now, I could hear the sounds of 
people moving about and see the smoke from their 
fires. I expected us to land, but instead Larzeena 
veered to the right, and we flew past and over 
Tarunas, and headed instead toward a small forest. 

I was confused, but then I remembered that Niabi had 
told me that Larzeena was going to take me to the 
Sisters of Fire, and that they were going to bind the 
hatchling to me. 

My brow furrowed as I pondered that. Why would 
they need to bind the hatchling to me? Couldn't I just 
raise it, and it would be loyal, like a dog or the pets 
that Lyetta had? What made dragons so special? 
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The beating was its entire world. Thud, thud, thud, 
thud. Thud, thud, thud, thud. Thud, thud, thud, thud. 
It had no idea that the sound was the beating of its 
own heart; it didn't even know that it was hearing the 
sound, because all it knew was the beat. That is, until 
she came. 


As soon as she came near, her beautiful hair brushing 
against the edges of his tiny world like dark wings, 
the tiny form of a mind became to realized that it was 
a he. 


And because she knew what he was, so did he. He 
realized that he has a body, not just a mind for 
hearing, and a tail, and tiny stubs for legs. He had 
eyes, but he couldn't see, not yet. That would come 
later, when the light of the sun, which he could feel on 
her skin, captured the world. And then he would see 
her face, and she would name him. She would give 
him the name he had been born with. He could almost 
hear it, the name, something with a... 


What was that? What was that roaring, whistling 
sound? He could hear her, her whisperings almost as 
jumbled as his own thoughts, Too cold, don't worry 
little egg, I'll protect you. 


Cold? That was this feeling, this bad feeling pressing 
up against the shell of his egg, sending chills down 
his spine? He felt her wrap her arms around the egg, 
and almost instantly the chill was gone, and he was 
once again enveloped in warmth. 


He could hear her again, almost like a whisper; so 
quiet was it that he almost thought he had imagined 


it, what makes dragons so special? 


And the tiny dragon inside the egg she was holding 
close to her chest slowly blinked open one of his 
colorless eyes, and the slitted pupil spun around 
before closing again, afraid of the brightness, many 
things! He said, answering her without thinking, and 
then he became confused. How did he know that? 
Dragon, he said naming the synonyms that came to 
his mind, Souless, Abandoned, Lost... 


He knew these words, but he didn't know their 
meaning. What is a dragon? He wondered, before he 
realized that she was thinking about him. He was a 
dragon! 


His mind flinched. Souless. Abandoned. Lost. J am 
lost? His mind cried, as ancient sadness overcame 
him, the same sadness that had been passed down 
from parent to child for over a thousand years. 
Souless! 


And then he was suddenly swept back, back into the 
past, back through the memory of his race, which was 
long and unforgiving. 


The First Mother, the daughter of the sun, screaming 
in anguish as her dragon children, one after the other, 
were born dead, their tiny bodies full of color, but not 
life. Her mate, the Darkness that resided in all of the 
dragons, raised his voice to the sky in a howl of pain 
and anger so loud that the entire world heard it, and 
held its breath in terror. For her mate was the 
Daklarahkor, and the dragons were his children too. 


At last, the First Mother, Krende, stopped her flow of 


tears and, relinquishing her Daklarahkess's form, took 
on that of a phoenix, lifted her fiery wings, and flew 
toward the sun, crying her mournful lament the entire 
way, so that below her, on the ground, all of the 
creatures would know the pain her father had caused 
with his killings. For she knew that it was Sarrja's 
fault that her children had been born dead. 


Sarrja, hearing the cry of his daughter drawing closer, 
flew out of his palace in the clouds with spear in 
hand. Around his dark wings the air burned white hot 
with his anger, and clouds melted into rain, which 
pummeled Krende's feathers as she flew ever upward, 
intent on getting her revenge. 


The rain, which was freezing cold, soon put out the 
fire in her phoenix heart and for an instant she began 
to fall, but she cried out in anger, and in instant 
changed into the form of her mate, which she knew 
would strike terror into the heart of her father. 


Sarrja's seeing the thing of his nightmares rushing 
toward him, its wings almost blotting out the world 
below, so large were they, wrapped a cloak of 
thunderclouds around him and raised his spear, 
sending clashing bolts of lightning to strike his 
righteously vengeful daughter from the sky. 


But Krende was not to be deterred. In the blink of an 
eye, She had changed herself into lightning, and was 
leaping through the sky, moving faster than the eyes 
of her father could follow, and an instant later she 
appeared in front of him. 


She was in the form of a human woman, the form she 


had always taken when she was with her father, but 
there were differences. 


From her back, instead of the soft white wings she 
had always had, sprouted two huge, black leathery 
wings that resembled those of her mate. When she 
bared her teeth at him, too enraged for words, he saw 
with horror that all of her teeth were as sharp as 
those of a wolf. At the tips of her three fingered 
hands, instead of nails, there were inch long white 
claws. Her long red hair was streaming behind her, 
her arms and legs tense and ready to attack. 


The air around her crackled with red lightning that 
Singed the sun god's black feathers, making him 
flinch, and sending rivulets of golden blood falling 
through the sky, where they eventually hit the ground 
and arose as new lakes and rivers that hadn't been 
there before. 


“How could you?" Krende hissed, danger in her voice. 


Sarrja scowled, the shadow veil around his face 
becoming darker with his anger to shield the world 
from the light, which was getting brighter. 


“How could you, daughter! You ask me how I could 
not suffer to let the spawn of that—that thing live to 
see the light of my day? You ask me that, when that 
thing is the death of us all? When the world was born, 
every creature knew the truth, that that creature is 
evil. All knew that, but you do not. How can you not 
realize this? That think you love will be the death of 
us all, it is a disease that should be wiped out!" 


Krende's anger was so powerful that the force of it 


almost knocked 
Sarrja back as she roared her anger, her voice ringing 
out. 


"No, father! That was not the truth, it is impossible 
for all to know the truth, but not impossible for all to 
believe one, single lie! You feared the Daklarahkor 
because it was pain, and sadness, fear, loneliness, and 
all of those things that the mind rejects! But that is 
exactly what happened! When you created the world 
with your light, the nothing that had been before was 
Shattered. 


“Now there were two things, the light, and the dark! 
They were not inseparable as before, not the same 
thing, but opposites! One had to take on the thing you 
felt, as at last you were free! Happiness, peace! And 
the opposites of those? Sorrow, and pain! You created 
the darkness with your light; you shattered reality 
and created that which you fear above all! You 
created my mate, the Daklarahkor, you created me, 
from the feather of your wing when a fish swallowed 
it as it fell to the ground, and now, now you condemn 
the children which both of your creations made! You 
murder them out of fear, without giving them the 
chance to live!" 


Sarrja could only stare. Krende looked into his face, 
though the shadow of his veil, and into his eyes, her 
own burning with her hatred. "Give them back their 
life." she whispered in a deadly voice. 


"No, never!" he cried, clenching his fists, his wings 
beating the air violently. 


"You will! Or I will replace theirs with your own!" 


Sarrja backed away, shaking his head, unable to put 
his thoughts to words, his skin shining white with the 
light of his anger and fear. If there was anyone who 
would be strong enough to kill him, it would be his 
daughter. 


Krende, seeing his refusal, bared her teeth again, her 
black leather wings beating faster in her anger. Then, 
so fast that her father had no time to react, she 
launched herself though the air, her clawed hands 
outstretched. In an instant she had hold of one of his 
wings, pinning it to his side. His other wing flapped 
frantically, trying to keep them both aloft, and then 
they were falling. 


From below, over the shattered remains of their 
children's eggs, the Daklarahkor raised his head to 
the sky and saw the clouds darken ominously, as a 
funnel of howling wind descended toward the ground. 
Inside the swirling wall of air, he could see a deeper 
darkness, the wings of his creator and opposite. He 
bared his teeth in animalistic anger and crouched 
protectively over the yet-un hatched eggs as the 
tornado drew closer, its fierce wings ripping fully 
grown trees from the ground and tossing them aside 
as if they were twigs. 

Inside, a fierce battle was raging, one that would 
change the world forever. 

The small, unnamed dragon hatchling's mind was 


brought abruptly back to the present by the sound of 
voices. They were speaking in a tongue he knew, 


because all dragons knew it. He could understand 
them, but not as well as the girl who carried him in 
her arms, who couldn't understand what they were 
saying. They were asking her name, but she wasn't 
answering. She seemed confused, and anxious. 


What was her name? The little dragon tried to 
remember; he had known it once, almost as if from a 
dream...he had known it on the day his mother had 
laid his egg, his mother, the youngest of all the 
mothers, who was so afraid for her children that she 
would protect them from that which could save them. 
She knew they had to be taken away, but she was so 
young, and they had been her first. He blinked open 
his eyes again and shed a sparkling blue tear for his 
mother. 


But the girl, the one holding him, his guardian, she 
was talking, her voice like music on the wind, barely 
heard through the shell of his world, so quiet he 
almost couldn't hear it. He found this odd, because 
the others, their voices he could hear clearly, though 
no one was closer to him than her. She was trying to 
tell them that she couldn't talk, but they couldn't hear 
her. 


They again asked her name in the language she didn't 
understand. 


Her name was...was...something with a...blue color to 
it, and grey too, something soft, like the clouds in the 
sky...something so beautiful that it would rule his 
every thought when he learned it. 


And he was determined to hear it, to know and 


understand its music when it floated from her lips, 
because it was his name too, in a way, and without a 
name, he would die, just as surely as Krende's first 
children were born dead, because she hadn't yet 
understood the extent of her father's treachery. 


They were born dead, hatched dead, because Sarrja, 
in his infinite cruelty, had destroyed their souls. And 
nothing anyone ever did would fix that, nothing could 
ever make it right. 

And so Sarrja's days were numbered. 

The girl was holding something in her hand, 
something that he could see through the thin walls of 
his world, something shining so brightly it hurt worse 
than the sunlight. One of the others reached out to 
touch it, and instantly understood the problem. She 
couldn't talk. 

What is your name, child? The other, a woman asked, 
her voice as quiet as his guardian's. 


My name is Echo. 


Echo... the hatchling thought, repeating the name 
again and seeing the colors of it, white, and blue and 


grey... 
Echo... 


Echo...but if that is her name, then what is mine? 


End of Chapter Thirty. 
Finished on 19/06/2011 15:34:00 
Word Count: 2025. Oh the irony... 


Chapter 31: Chapter XXXI 


Chapter XXX 
Created on 16/07/2011 15:45:00 
Echo PoV 


I was standing in the middle of an empty room. The 
monks, or atleast that was what I assumed them to 
be, had replaced my Rusuy clothes for some 
unimaginably soft robes made of some cloth I had 
never encountered that had been dyed a dark, smoky 
grey. The room was devoid of any decoration, save for 
the two large circles that had been carved into the 
stone floor, one inside the other, to create a ring. I 
stood at the very centre. 


The lighting was dim, but when another one of the 
monks came in from a door somewhere, it wasn't dark 
enough that I couldn't see him. He wasn't human, that 
much was glaringly obvious, and he didn't even look 
like the Pardral, which is what Niabi's people called 
themselves. He in every respect, save that fact that he 
walked upright, resembled a giant rabbit. 


His feet were hidden under the long black robe he 
wore, but his hands were visible. They were covered 
in short tan fur, and each hand had four fingers, all of 
which were tipped with short, black, soft looking 
claws. It was his head, however that was most 
Shocking. Its face was round, its eyes were huge 
compared to mine, but its head was also bigger, so 
they didn't look monstrous. They were also two 
different colors. The iris surrounding the pupil was 


bright red, and where the white should have been 
was a light, mesmerizing violet. The part that 
astounded me the most was his rabbit's ears, which 
hung down the sides of his head like hair. 


I suddenly realized I had been starring, and quickly 
looked down. The monk seemed not to have noticed 
and was sweeping the floor with a broom of large 
grey feathers. I thought I saw him smile out of the 
corner of my eye, but he said nothing, and continued 
sweeping as if I he hadn't noticed me. 


I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do. I had been 
led to this room almost immediately after Larzeena 
had brought me to the cave entrance, and the old 
woman—who was also one of the Pardral—that had 
greeted me had taken the egg with her. I felt a sudden 
stab of anxiety and glanced toward the door just as it 
was pushed open by two more rabbit-like monks. They 
bowed their heads in respect as the old woman strode 
in, her dark red robes billowing. 


Her hands were empty, and I almost thought she 
hadn't brought the egg—before I spied to creature 
behind her. 


The first thing I noticed was that it had six legs, four 
of them were in the normal position, at the front and 
the back, but in between them, placed about midway 
down the body, were two arms. The hands were three- 
fingered, and tipped with little white claws. These 
hands were clasped around the grey dragon egg. 


The creature's head, which was vaguely horse- 
Shaped, along with the majority of its body, was 


brown, growing in winter thickness. And starting 
around the head and ending at the shoulders, was a 
dark, almost black mane. Jagged bands of almost the 
same color decorated the top of its legs, and under 
the bands the brown color of its body darkened to a 
deep brown before lightening to a pale tan. 


Its tail was like a fox's, and it was striped more jagged 
bands. The one where the tail connected to the body 
was the same color as its mane, and so was the end. 
Two bands that were on the inside of the two black 
ones were the same dark brown on it's upper legs, 
and the last band in-between those was the pale tan 
of the lower legs and paws. All in all, it was a 
beautiful animal. 


The creature looked at the old woman, as if asking 
permission, and when she nodded, smiling slightly, it 
trotted toward me, its head held gracefully high. As I 
watched in wonder, it stopped right in front of me and 
set the egg down at my feet. Then it sat down and 
looked up at me, its striped fox-like tail sweeping the 
floor. Its eyes were as blue as an ice filmed river. 


And as I starred into its eyes, I saw another face, a 
human face. Dark green eyes that were ancient in 
their sorrow and pain, and a flash of black feathers as 
the spirit took flight. But then I blinked, and I was 
once again looking into the creature's eyes, which 
starred solemnly back. 


"You see her, then." The voice was aloud, but I knew I 
was the only one who could hear it, and that it had 
come from the creature in front of me. 


And then I suddenly remembered a dream that I had 
forgotten, about a girl with black wings sinking into 
an ocean of darkness, and fighting against the current 
that was sweeping her away. She was above the sand 
at the bottom of the ocean, trying to grab onto 
something, anything, to keep from being swept away 
by the current. She managed to get her feet on the 
sand, and she was standing. The current blasted 
against her as she tried to take a step forward, 
though the raging water. 


My foot twitched, and I suddenly remembered where 
I was. I nodded, and my eyes asked the question I was 
thinking. 

"She is...the beginning, and the end of everything." 


The old woman stepped forward. "Echo," she said, 
and held her hand out for mine so that we could 
speak, waiting until I was ready. I removed my 
bracelet from my wrist and held it out to her; my 
fingers wrapped around one side, so that we could 
both hold it. 


She put her fingers through the other side, and 
clenched her fist, making her veins stand out on her 
lightly red skin. She smiled warmly at me, and I 
couldn't help but smile back. 


This creature, I said, tilting my head to indicate the 
fox-like animal, what is it? How can it talk to me? 
The old woman smiled again, and held her hand out 
to the beautiful animal, which rubbed its forehead 
against it affectionately, like a cat. 


Naranu is a Cheralu. She said, And she is yours, just 


as the dragon hatchling inside that egg is yours. But 
unlike the hatchling, she was born knowing her name, 
and the hatchling knew her name too. 


That is why she will help you care for the egg until it 
is ready to hatch, and then she will help you care for 
the hatchling. Both will live as long as you do, but 
Naranu will die when the hatchling does. But for the 
hatchling to live at all, you must give it two things. 
One of which, is its name. The other is part of your 
soul, 
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I was dreaming, the world flashing past with dazzling 
brightness in the form of lightning, running through a 
nightmarish world full of rock and heat. A girl ran 
beside me, her black hair swept back by the wind of 
our passing, revealing the dark green color of her one 
good eye, which was narrowed against the wind. 


She wore no sleeves, baring red, sun burnt arms 
covered in scars, but the fabric of her black shirt was 
like nothing I had ever seen. She wore long pants— 
also black and made of the strange material—and ran 


barefoot over the rocky ground, her feet bleeding, the 
pain showing in her face, but not in her stride, which 
had not slowed, even as she left bloody footprints 
with every step. 


The sky around our heads was burning red, the color 
of blood. I could hear a low roar building, and when I 
turned around, I saw the thing from which we were 
fleering. A giant wave of golden colored water was 
rushing toward us. And high above our heads I heard 
a silent cry, and a shadow fell over the world, hushing 
it into silence, so that the only thing I could hear was 
the sound of the girl's breathing, and the rhythm of 
her feet upon the ground. 


Then suddenly, like a flash of lightening, I realized 
that we were headed toward the edge of a cliff. But 
the girl didn't slow, and a moment before we stepped 
off the ground, she lifted her arms over her head and 
leapt into space. I was sure we would plummet to our 
deaths, but then she spread her wings. 


And I was no longer a cheetah, but a raven. And as 
one, we bolded our wings, dove through the sky, the 
river of golden blood-water still rushing after us, and 
let out twin cries of exhilaration. And as we neared 
the ground below, and spread our wings at the last 
moment, leaving the ichor river to flood the barren 
ground with life...the dream changed. 


I was walking through a forest now, not from the 
future, but from the past. And this time I was in my 
human form, and I was no longer a follower spirit 
turned raven, but a mortal from the ancient past. The 
sun was high in the sky, and the heat from Sarrja's 


beating wings was welcome after the freezing cold of 
the winter night. 


In the dappled shadows cast by the trees, I sawa 
flash of movement, and then, without warning, I was 
lying on my back in the dirt, and a black she-wolf was 
standing over me, her paws on my shoulders as she 
bared her teeth inches from my exposed throat. 


"Well?" she snarled, her voice harsh with the timbre 
of the cold wild, "will they live, or die?" 


“Neither, and both." I said, and my voice came out as 
the angry snarl of a cheetah. 


“That is not the answer!" she howled, raising her 
voice to the sky, "Tell me that they will live, or words 
Shall never again grace your lips until the day you 
breathe your last! Answer me!" 


"I cannot lie, not to you, they will die. I'm sorry, I'm so 
SOITy." 


The wolf leapt away from me and thew up her head 
and howled her grief to the sun above, and as she 
howled, her voice lost the timbre of the wild, and took 
on the sound of a human's wailing keen. 


And it was familiar. I would know that voice 
anywhere, even if mine was now lost forever. 


My head fell back onto the grass, and I curled up on 
my side in the soft sunlight as the howl faded away, 
and the vision of my mother disappeared like dust on 
the wind, and soon I was asleep. 


Time passed, and I slept on for eternities, until the 
day the sun breathed his last breath, and fell with 


broken wings into the darkness that hunted him, 
Shattered only by the violent flash of lightning. Then I 
opened my eyes, and the sky was filled with stars, 
glowing in the final light of Sarrja's wings as the 
moon rose and grew brighter, her silver wings 
reaching out across the new sky. 


And a voice whispers into my ear in a silent verse: 
And the sun sings in the bright shadowy sky, his dark 
wings caressing the night, brushing the moon's silver 
feathers in a final embrace, the words coming 
unbidden to his lips: This is the world... 


And a name rippled through my mind like a pebble 
dropped into a pond. An ancient name, that was 
somehow new... 


My eyes flickered open. 


I was still in the room with the old woman and 
Naranu. I was where I had been when the old woman 
had told me to meditate, but I must have fallen, 
because I was lying on a straw mat. Naranu was 
curled up across me, her body wrapped around the 
egg, which was nestled between our bodies, sharing 
our body heat with it. 


Naranu starred at me, into my eyes. Silently, I told 
her the name. She stood, and turned to the old 
woman, whose name I suddenly remembered was 
Rellian. 


Rellian looked back, her head tilted to the side, a 
small smile flickering about her mouth. Then Naranu 
lifted her head and began to howl. The sound was like 
nothing I had ever heard, and sat up and closed my 


eyes to listen. 


Almost immediately, behind my eyelids, I could see 
the scene that Naranu was painting with her song, a 
grass field, a clear blue sky. Shadows flitting like 
birds through the ground, and above, a giant white 
Shape, diving, black striped wings held close to the 
body, and on its back, a white haired girl, her arms in 
the air and voicing a cry of both fear and joy. There 
was a barking sound, and then Naranu was there too, 
running along the ground underneath my dragon and 
I, chasing us in play. 

Naranu, Echo, and... 


Leroja. That was the word Naranu was telling the 
world. Holding the egg to my chest, I felt a flicker of 
the mind inside, reaching out to me, smiling at me. I 
smiled and hugged it closer. 


Rellian stepped forward as Naranu padded back over 
to me. The old Pardral woman smiled, before she 
reached her hand out again for my bracelet. Now that 
you have found the hatchling's name, it will hatch in 
one moon's time. I have discussed the matter with the 
kind and queen of the Lyetta, and they have agreed to 
stay for that long, until the hatchling is born, and you 
know enough to take care of it. Josen will take care of 
vour training when you begin traveling again. 

But until then, you, and the Lyetta, are guests here at 
Tarunas. If you are feeling up to it, you may return to 
the carriages. Larzeena had volunteered to fly you 
there. 


I stood, smiling. Thank you, Rellian... | turned toward 


the two monks standing behind her. I'm sorry; I don't 
know your names...? 


They nodded, and smiled kindly at me, though I 
wasn't sure how they had heard me, seeing as I was 
only talking to Rellian, which I had forgotten. 


The brown one stepped forward, J am Raego, He 
said, his voice inside my head just as if he had been 
using a Saykala crystal. Jt is an honor to meet you, 
daughter of the wind. I hope that your stay here 
is a good one, and that nothing overly troubles 
you. 


I tilted my head to the side, smiling, only that nothing 
overly troubles me? 


Raego smiled back widely; Well if there were no 
trouble in the world at all, what would be the fun 
of it? 


I laughed, and replied, Ah, but then again, it's doubly 
fun to be the once causing the trouble. 


Raego smiled again, before he bowed and stepped 
back. 


Then the other one, the white one, moved forward. As 
I smiled at him, I realized that his eyes were blue, 
while all of the other monks I had seen had had 
purple and red eyes. Fighting the suspicion growing 
in the back of my mind, I glanced at his hands, 
looking for the three black bars that marked D'naal, 
Lora and I. I was disappointed however, when I saaw— 
not that he didn't have any marks—but that the 
Sleeves of his robe hid his hands. 


IT am Onima, he said, bowing low. 


Hello, Onima. I replied, thinking fast. I decided to just 
ask him. Onima...do you...are there three black bands 
on your hand? Like mine? I held up my right hand to 
Show him. 

Seemingly not the least bit surprised, he smiled, and 
held one of his hands up, letting the sleeve fall back 
so that I could see the three bands. Indeed, I do 
daughter of the wind, and I know of your quest. 
You do? I said, confused, as far as I knew, neither 
D'naal nor Lora knew how we were connected. 


Yes, I do, because one of the others told me, but 


that is a story for another time. Right now, I 
think, you should be getting back to your 
friends. We will have much time for talking later. 
He smiled, and I smiled back. Then I looked around 
for Naranu, only to see that she was sitting in front of 
me. I smiled down at her, said goodbye to the lady 
Rellian, and set off toward the doors, Leroja's egg 
held firmly in my arms. 


A few minutes later, I on Larzeena's back, soaring 
through the air, my arms held above my head 
fearlessly, as she dived and turned through the 
clouds, which she seemed to enjoy as much as I did. 
She let out a loud, roaring scream, and I knew that I 
was right. Then suddenly, from nowhere, I heard the 
unmistakable sound another dragon following us. I 
looked over my shoulder, worried, but was relieved to 
see that is was only Josen on Rylashea. 


I smiled and waved, laughing in the joy of flight. I 
didn't have to worry about Leroja, because Naranu 


was running along a forest path to get back to 
Tarunas, and she was carrying the egg, as she would 
do until it hatched when I was too busy. 


Josen waved back, and, smiling let out a loud, 
whooping cry. Rylashea echoed him, and so did 
Larzeena, so, trying to contain my laughter, I did too. 


And then, from the clouds, came more and more 
people on dragon back, all echoing the cry. Soon the 
entire sky was filled with dragon riders of all ages, 
though most of them were children, and it didn't 
matter to them that I couldn't talk, or that I was 
different. And for the first time in perhaps all my life, 
I felt like I belonged. 
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Stalking low in the shadows, I ghosted along the 
ground, silently circling the clearing where my prey 
stood, completely oblivious to the fact that its life was 
about to end. 


It was a stag, the biggest one I had ever seen. It stood 
taller than my human form by a pace—and that was at 
the shoulders. Its head was a pace above that, and 


then its antlers rose an addition four into the air, 
where they branched off into sharp spikes. 


That was the strange thing...it wasn't an elk, it was a 
deer, but deer of this size were unheard of. That was 
why I wanted to be the one to kill it. Sure, I could 
have gone back to the village to gather more hunters, 
it would have made it much less dangerous, but there 
was no way I was going to leave and take the chance 
that it wandered away—and possibly into the Na'syll's 
territory. No way I was letting them get my prize. 


The stag was grazing, completely alone, without a 
herd, in the middle of a forest where the scent of 
predatory cats was thick in the air. This must have 
been the dumbest or bravest animal I had ever seen. 
But then again, animals couldn't really be brave, 
could they? Or dumb for that matter, they just were... 
as they were. 


Its ears flicked, and I tensed for a moment, before 
continuing my loop until I was in front of it. The best 
position for a quick leap at the throat, and if I wanted 
to get through this single-man hunt unscathed, I 
would have to be fast, faster than I had ever been 
before. Only one chance, one. That was all I had, if I 
missed, it would either attack or flee, each of which 
were undesirable. 


The time was right. I tensed my leg muscles; my eyes 
locked onto the deer's, and for one split second, the 
entire forest seemed to fall silent. The bird song 
faded, and all that was left was the sound of the stag's 
Slow breathing. It's scent filled my nose as I breathed 
in, held it, and leapt. 


In once single bound, I was launching myself at its 
neck, my paws outstretched, knife sharp claws ready 
to rip into the skin of its neck, teeth reaching for its 
throat. 


In an instant, I had its throat in my jaws, and in that 
moment I felt its warm blood wash into my mouth as I 
crushed the thick vein that lurked just beneath the 
Skin. 


I leapt away as the stag collapsed to the ground, and 
then I launched myself on it once more and snapped 
its neck with one powerful jerk of my head. I shook it 
for a few moments, making sure that it was dead, 
before I sat back on my haunches, and looked over my 
prize. 


After a few moments wondering how long this would 
feed Splash, S'rowsa, my father and I, I wondered 
how much the antlers would be worth. Would 
someone trade me things for them? And the hide—it 
would be worth a lot. It was absolutely huge. 


I suddenly realized how amazing it was that I had 
managed to take it down, without mishap, completely 
on my own. I lifted my lips in a smile, baring my teeth 
and purring with pride. 

Then I began to wonder how long it would take to get 
it back to the camp. It was huge, after all. After a few 
moments, I decided that I would bring it home the 
way | usually did my kills, and if it didn't work, well, 
I'd cross that river when I came to it. 


Leaving the carcass for a moment, I shifted into my 
human form and quickly jogged to a bush on the far 


side of the clearing, where I had stashed my 
equipment. 


Unrolling the woven grass mat that S'rowsa had made 
me for my tattoo ceremony, I pulled from my 
drawstring leather bag a length of cord, and a special 
harness. With my knife, I quickly cut slits on all four 
corners of the mat, and then tied both free ends of the 
harness to the two slits at the front of the mat. That 
finished, I carried it back to the stag and spread it out 
along the ground next to it. 


Shifting back into my other form for the extra 
strength, I used my shoulder to roll the heavy animal 
onto the mat, before I shifted back and tied the other 
end of the mat together with the last piece of cord, 
making sure that none of the stag's hide touched the 
ground. Wouldn't want it to get ruined. 


I stood up to examine my workmanship. It was pretty 
simple; almost sleigh like. The harness that was tied 
to the front of the mat would go around my chest and 
Shoulders when I turned back into my other form, so 
that I could drag it along the ground. The other end 
was tied closed so that the deer wouldn't be able to 
Slide out if I was going up a hill. 


I quickly tied my bag to the top of the sled, so that it 
wouldn't be lost. 


I shook my head, "This is going to take a while..." 
before I shifted to my other form, wriggled into the 
harness until it was comfortable, and began to move 
forward. 


It took my three hours to return to camp, and many 


stops for rest. Luckily, I had set out early in the 
morning, so it was only the beginning of the afternoon 
when I stepped the last wearying step out of the trees 
and into the clearing. 


I could have called ahead and asked someone else to 
bring it the rest of the way, but I wanted people to 
know that I had done it by myself, and I wanted to 
surprise them. 


Splash was the first one to see me. Letting out a 
squeaking meow of delight, she ran up to my and 
skidded to a stop just in front of my feet, looking up at 
me adoringly with her mismatched eyes. I smiled and 
licked her face, making her fur stick up. She purred 
loudly, oblivious to how cute she was. 


Running behind me, she climbed her way up the mat 
and from there, jumped onto my back. I rolled my 
eyes, but made my way toward my family's cave, 
going as slow as possible so that there was no way 
She could fall off. Not that I wouldn't catch her if she 
did, but still. 


No one made any comments as I made my way across 
the clearing, a lot of people brought their kills home 
this way, and the large mat hid the size of the stag. 
Nothing unusual, they assumed. Nothing but the 
biggest deer in history, taken down by a single hunter, 
without a scratch on her. Not to mention the youngest 
hunter in the entire clan. 


I walked into the cave, pushing the leather wind- 
brake out of my way with my nose, knowing for that, 
for once, my father would have a reason to be proud 


of me. 


I was disappointed though, to know that Fang had left 
to go hunting just an hour before I got back, and was 
not expected to return until atleast sunset. 


“What do you want to do with the hide?" S'rowsa 
asked, watching as I scraped the inside while she 
prepared the meal. It was only a small portion of the 
deer, but compared to the small servings we had been 
getting lately due to the coming winter, it was a feast. 


We had given parts of it to some of the other families 
whose hunt hadn't been as successful as mine, 
including Annos'. In return, her mother and father 
had given me gifts, a long roll of leather cord, anda 
necklace made of bear teeth that I could wear in my 
other form. 


Annos had smiled at me—she was really the only one 
who wasn't horrible—and promised that she would 
find a way to repay me. 


The rest of the meat had been buried outside, in my 
family's cache, where it would freeze in the cold 
ground until we could use it. 


"T think I have an idea..." I said thoughtfully as I 
began to rub the special grease-like substance that 
the Lyetta used to make their furs—which were the 
softest that I had ever seen—into the hide. I silently 
prayed that I wouldn't mess it up. 


Footsteps were approaching. I looked up as my father 
entered the cave, his cheeks flushed from the cold. It 
was dark out, and with winter almost set in, it was 
freezing outside at night. He looked exhausted, and 


he let out a slow breath, letting the heat from the fire 
wash over him. 


It was obvious that he hadn't had any luck in the hunt. 
"S'rowSa," he said, surprised when he saw my 
stepmother pouring the soup she had made into 
bowls, "What are you doing?" He quickly scooped 
Splash into his arms as she ran to greet him. 


S'rowsa smirked playfully at me, before replying, ina 
nonchalant voice, "I'm cooking dinner, with the deer 
that your daughter managed to take down by herself. 
Hyteln and H'ross have a share of it too, and there's 
more in the cache. Didn't you notice the rocks were 
piled higher than normal?" 


He furrowed his brows, confused, "That must have 
been a lot of meat, to have enough to share and to 
store; how big was the deer?" 


In answer, I stood up and moved toward him, the skin 
in my hands. When I was in front of him, I unrolled it 
and let the end fall to the floor, while I held the top 
part in my hands, which I stretched high into the air. 
Atleast two paces of the skin still lay folded against 
the floor. 


Fang's eyes widened in shock, as he realized how big 
it must have been. A minute passed, and he shook his 
head, unable to think of anything to say. At last he 
hugged me, Splash in between up, licking our faces 
frantically. 


He beamed, "I'm so proud of you, Rakill." 


I smiled and hugged him back, letting out a breath I 
didn't even know I'd been holding. At J/ast. 


Suddenly, a loud roar came from outside, and we 
released each other. Fang quickly setting Splash down 
on the ground, where she ran to S'rowsa's side. Fang 
quickly shifted into his tiger form, ready for danger, 
before he dashed out of the cave. I quickly set the 
Skin down near my bed and took off after him, 
changing in mid air. 

As soon as I left the shelter of my home, a sudden 
blast of wind ripped right through my fur and send 
daggers of ice down my spine. I shivered, but quickly 
caught sight of my father and ran to his side. The 
wind settled down. 


“What's wrong?" Fang was asking H'ross as I arrived, 
who was in his snow leopard form, pacing outside his 
cave. H'ross shivered, but I realized as I saw the 
gleam in his eye that it wasn't from cold, but 
excitement. It hadn't been a roar of fear, but joy. 


"It's Hyteln!" He rumbled, barely able to keep still, 
"She's going into labor!" 


Fang was immediately relieved, and he shifted back 
into his human form. "Congratulations!" he cried, 
hugging his friend around his shaggy neck. 


H'ross purred, "I can't wait until they're born!" he 
said, shifting back into his human form too so that he 
could embrace my father. "Jaylette's gone to the 
Nas'yll to bring their Healer back with him, and 
Jaolett is with her now, but they won't let me in." 


"Jaolett?" I burst out suddenly, "But she's younger 
than me!" 


H'ross laughed, though not meanly. "Yes, but she has 


the gift, and I'd trust her with my life. I am trusting 
her with my life, I don't know what I'd do if something 
happened." 


Fang clapped a hand on his friend's shoulder, "Hey, 
don't say that, Cloud told you it would be a boy anda 
girl, now why would she tell you that if something was 
going to happen to them?" 


H'ross looks uncomfortable. Fang shakes his head, 
“That's not what I meant, H'ross, yes, what happened 
with Echo was unforgivable, but Cloud was a damn 
good Healer, and really, the injustice done to Echo 
wasn't solely Cloud's fault. She wasn't the only one 
who treated the Alkan wrongly" 


I flinch slightly, but they aren't paying attention to 
me. 


After a few more minutes of listening to them talk, I 
excuse myself and run back toward the cave, wanting 
to get inside and out of the cold as fast as possible. I 
didn't realize it earlier, but I'm exhausted. All I want 
to do is fall onto my pile of skins and fall asleep. After, 
of course, I try some of the stew S'rowsa made from 
my kill. 
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As I slept that night, I dreamed. But it wasn't like my 
normal dreams, nothing was clear; it was all washes 
of colors and quick flashes of images. 


I wandered through this maze of thoughts, sometimes 
flying, sometimes running, sometimes swimming. And 
then, suddenly, I was back home, in the middle of the 
camp. It was night, and the wind ripped through my 
fur like teeth, chilling my very bones. The place 
seemed deserted, and the stars were so bright that I 
could see into the farthest-reaching shadows. No one 
stirred. 


But then came a small, mewing cry, floating toward 
me on the silent wind. But it wasn't the cry of pain, 
fear or grief, but the cry of life. The cry of a newborn 
Child. Then came another, both voices raised, 
terrified, against the world they had been brought 
into. 


Twins. 


Then came the babble of voices and the sounds of 
adoration as the camp greeted their two newest 
members. "What are their names?" I heard someone 
ask, and I realized with slight shock that it was Rakill 
talking. I had rarely heard her voice without scorn 
laced in and a sneer shaping the words. 


Moving silently toward the point of the commotion, I 
found myself standing outside Annos' cave. Gently 
moving the curtain of leather aside that served as a 
windbreak and kept the heat of the fire inside, I 


stepped into the stone room. 


A welcome rush of heat washed over me, running 
down my spine and raising goosebumps. It seemed to 
me that the entire camp had managed to squeeze 
themselves into the small cave. My mother was there, 
and so was Jaolett, Talon, Fang, Rakill, Annos, H'ross, 
but there was also an unfamiliar woman kneeling 
next to Hyteln, who was in her other form. 


I realized when I caught her scent that she was a 
Nas'yll. She must have been their Healer, since ours 
was...where was Cloud? I hadn't stayed long enough 
to learn what had happened to her. 


Two little balls of fur were pressed up against 
Hyteln's belly, squirming and making little squeaking 
noises as they sought their mother's milk. Both had 
the dark and white fur pattern of snow leopards. 


"Go on, mother, tell us their names!" Annos said, 
starring in awe at her new brother and sister. 


Hyteln sighed tiredly, but smiled, and said, in a 
slightly rough voice due to her cat's form. She gently 
nudged the smaller of the two, then nodded at the 
other "His name is Kantril, and her name is Paolin." 


Whispers surged around the circle of spectators, and 
my mother stepped forward, wiping tears from her 
eyes, "They're beautiful names, Hyt, and beautiful 
cubs." 


Hyteln smiled up at her, then slowly set her head 
down on her paws and yawned. The Nas'yll Healer 
stood up, "She needs to rest now, but I will stay, just 
in case." There was no doubt that she was subtly 


throwing everyone out. 


While everyone filed slowly out the door, not anxious 
to be once more exposed to the cold night, I slowly 
approached Hyteln's side, suddenly aware that I was 
invisible. I knelt on the ground nearby and smiled 
down at the cubs. 


"Aren't they beautiful, Aklan?" 


I looked up, startled, to see the Healer starring 
directly at me. She smiled softly, "Not all healers have 
the same gifts. I'm sorry that Cloud chose to misuse 
hers." 


I nodded, not really sure what to say, not even sure if 
I could say anything in this form. 


"If you ever decide to stay with your clan again, you 
might consider becoming a Healer yourself you have 
many talents, and I think healing might be one of 
them." We sat without speaking for what felt like 
forever, just watching the cubs, and then, silently, I 
stood, and disappeared back into the whirlwind of 
color. 


When I opened my eyes again, I was standing in a 
forest, in the far, far past, before the time of Pandora, 
even before the first humans were ever born. 
Shadows dappled the ground, highlighting every 
detail in shade, and making the small patches were 
sunlight fought its way to the ground bright and 
garish. 

Looking down, I saw the golden colored spots on my 
legs and knew that I was a cheetah, a fierce hunter of 
the raw and angry past. Suddenly the hairs on the 


back of my neck rose and I spun around, a deer snarl 
rumbling in my throat, to see a black she-wolf 
advancing out of the shadows, her teeth bared to the 
last. 


As her red eyes met my blue ones, she let out a roar 
and charged. Digging my claws into the ground, I 
leapt for her throat, every instinct in my body blazing 
with fury. 


We met in mid-air, and, being the stronger of the two 
of us, she managed to knock me to the ground. She 
stood over me, every hair on her body raised, as she 
prepared to rip out my throat. Letting out an enraged 
hiss, I bared my teeth and began to claw at her 
stomach with my hind legs. She let out a pained snarl 
as my Claws cut into her fur, rivulets of blood running 
down and splattering my fur. She leapt away, finally, 
and backed away, still snarling. 


Quickly rolling to my feet I backed away until I was at 
the far end of the clearing. Glaring at each other 
dangerous growls escaping both our throats, we 
circled, each waiting for the other to make a move. 


Just as I was about to leap once more into the fray, 
another wolf leapt between us, his fur bristling with 
anxiety and anger. His ruby red eyes flashed 
dangerously, and thunder seemed to rumble in the 
cloudless sky as he stood, glaring between the black 
wolf and I. 


"Enough!" he snarled, spinning to face Syril, who 
growled, still starring at me. He lunged forward and 
snapped at her muzzle. She yelped and leapt away, 


blood rolling down her face. 


"Syril, stop this!" he cried, "Yes, Ramtha saw them 
die, but does that make it her fault? Don't you think 
that if she could do anything to stop it, she would?" 


Slowly, her head held low to the ground, Syril 
nodded, then looked away, unable to meet my gaze. I 
starred at her for a moment, before I took a few 
hesitating steps forward. She looked up, her eyes 
shining with sadness. 


I looked down, my own eyes filling with tears. 
"Syril,.." I whispered, my voice low and wild, "I 
promise you, I promise that I will do everything in my 
power to protect them. And—and if I fail, if it is 
impossible to change the future, I will give to you... 
my voice, so that never again will I hurt anyone with 
my prophecies." 


Both wolves starred at me, then Adano stepped 
forward, his voice grave, "Ramtha," he said, looking 
into my eyes, "If you make this promise, you won't 
ever again be able to speak, you will lose the very 
ability that separates us from the animals. Your future 
lives will be as shadows under the Daklarahkor's 
wing, full of pain and betrayal!" 


I starred back, the blue of my eyes fading into white 
as a vision overtook my mind. "I know, Adano, but 
nothing you can say will change my mind. If Sarrja 
chose to give me these visions, and no way to change 
them, then it is his fault, and my suffering shall 
become his own, when his daughter rises against 
him." 


And with that, before either could say anything more, 
I leapt away, and ran through the woods, starting a 
journey that would last a thousand years, and would 
end when Denos and Anaego lay dead. 


Because there was no way that I could change the 
future, because it was set in stone. In fact, the same 
stone that would run with the blood of a god, a god 
who had not yet been born, a god that would be the 
father of one of my future lives, when I walked on 
both four, and two feet. 


And yet, still would I be silent, bearing forever the 
painful curse of the first prophetess. But in the 
meantime, I had some continents to cross, and oceans 
to swim. The world was a big place, but maybe not 
big enough. I could still hear the echoes of Syril's 
anguished howls when I had first told her that her 
children would die, following me as a fish follows the 
current. 


There was a stream in front of me, flowing shallow 
and slow. I leapt across it, and as soon as my paw 
touched the grass on the other side, as the water 
splashed up around me, the world was swallowed by 
a tidal wave of color, and I disappeared into another 
life, one so far into the future that I couldn't even 
imagine It. 

"Cali?" a familiar voice whispered from nearby. I 
blinked open my eyes. 


"What, Billie?" I whispered back, yawning widely. I 
looked over at the clock beside my bed, 4:52 am. 


"IT can't sleep...sorry that I woke you, but I'm just so 


excited, I can't wait for tomorrow!" 
"It'll go quicker if you sleep," I said, yawning again. 
“Goodnight, Calista." I heard my twin sister whisper 


as my eyes drifted closed again, rocketing me into the 
far past. 


Silently, I opened my eyes. 


The vaulted rock roof of the Pardral's guesthouse in 
which I slept loomed overhead, blocking my view of 
the night sky. Experiencing the sudden urge to see 
the stars, I rolled to the side and swung my legs over 
the side of the straw and fur bed. 


The wind outside was chill, but I just crossed my arms 
over my chest and shivered, looking up at the 
beautiful abyssal night sky, in which the moon held 
SWay. 

Why are you showing me this now? I thought, wishing 
that, like in my next life, I had the gift of speech. But 
that shouldn't have been possible. Adano had said 
that I would never speak again. The only way that 
would be possible was if I did something in this life to 
redeem myself. 


What would I have to do? 


It would have to be something greater than the entire 
world if it was strong enough to break that curse. 
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I hadn't been expecting an answer to my question, but 
suddenly, it seemed that the stars grew brighter, and 
the sky darker, and then, as if in a moment out of 
time, I saw something. 


And that something was Rakill. 


She was hunting, stalking through the forest as 
Silently as a spirit, her black fur blending in perfectly 
with the sun-dappled shadows that crowded the forest 
floor. Her every step seemed to skirt the edges of 
sound, and suddenly, I knew who she was hunting; 
me. 


But I wasn't me, not really; I was a deer, a stag born 
from the descendent of the first deer, Lintai. Time 
sped, and I saw Rakill, silent as the wind over water, 
circling the clearing, circling me, in the endless dance 
of hunter and prey. 


And still, I stood my ground, my head bent to graze, 
the epitome of the calm of the hunted, sure in the 
knowledge that it was worth it, that life would go on, 
even if I didn't. 


And then she leapt, her teeth reaching for my throat, 
and suddenly, she wasn't Rakill anymore, but Syril, 
leaping to avenge her children that would die by my 
word, leaping out of horror and grief. And then I 
understood; Rakill hated me because I had a mother, 


while hers was dead. 


She had memories; very dim, but memories all the 
Same; her mother's purring voice, the warmth of her 
fur, the sound of her heartbeat as she lay curled up 
next to her. Rakill hated me because my mother was 
alive, and hers wasn't, because even though my father 
had died the same day, I had never had reason to 
grieve for him. I had never known him, not even as an 
infant. 


I had remembered that past life—Ramtha's life—so 
that I could forgive her, because one day, she would 
be family. A vision passed before my eyes; two small 
cubs tumbling together in the middle of camp, 
growling playfully. One of them had black leopard fur, 
and the other had beautiful—and familiar—dark 
brown fur. When they looked up, they both had the 
same brilliant green eyes as their mother. 


They didn't even know it yet, but someday, those cubs 
would be born to Fell and Rakill. 


Smiling slightly, I stood and watched the stars in 
silence for a minute, then, sighing, drawing in a big 
breath of the cool night air, I moved back inside the 
house, curled up on the bed in my other form, and 
soon fell into dreaming. 


These dreams were filled with vague memories of 
when I was a child, playing with the other cubs, 
perfectly happy and content with my life. Until I 
turned three, and changed into my human form for 
the first time, when everyone realized that I couldn't 
talk. 


Until everything changed, for the worse. 


But, half awake, I told myself to focus on the happy 
memories, and I did, and the next time I awoke, it was 
to the sound of D'naal knocking on the wall. 


End of Chapter Thirty-five. 
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Okay, I know, shortest chapter in the history of this 
story, but I couldn't think of anything else that was 
going to happen to Echo, so I really need a change of 
perspective. The next chapter will be up as soon as 
possible, and, in my defense, I didn't have a computer 
at all for an entire month. 

PS: I will be posting this using my mom's laptop. So 
far, she's been gone for four hours for a "doctor's 
appointment". Now, unless she's with The Doctor, 
traveling through time and space in his police box, 
then my guess would be that she's Christmas 
Shopping. 

And on that happy note, I bid you goodbye. Everyone 
have a merry Christmas/ happy Hanukah! Until next 
time, 

Rjalker, twin of Allebasii and Creator of Quilluc. 


PS (post-script): Luv you, Puppo, slay some dragons 
for me, as long as they're not mine! 
Oh, and PPS: Imagery is thought, or thought is 
imagery. The former being life outside of an egg, the 
latter being inside. 


The things around us (a/e?)ffect the way we think, but 


in complete darkness, our thoughts are our only 
Surroundings, or in other words, we create our own 
world. Tell your wife (lol, she won't kill me.) I said 
merry Christmas, or happy Hanukah, or whichever 
one you celebrate! 
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I was out hunting with Bralexa and Annos, well, 
atleast that's what we were supposed to be doing; 
mostly we were chasing eachother and talking. 


Annos was off chasing a rabbit at hte moment-she had 
left with an evil gleam in her eyes that made me 
Shiver-and Bralexa and I had stopped at a stream to 
get a drink. People had always told us that Echo and I 
looked alike, so I stared at my face in the water, 
trying to pick out the parts that reminded me of her. 
Our noses were shaped the same way, even in our 
other forms, and the curves of our jaws were the 
same. We both even had a slightly darker patch on 
our right ears. Her face was narrower than mine, but 
other than that, we really did look alike. 


The sudden movement of a fish distorted my image, 
and I snarled, batting at it with a paw in my 
annoyance. It managed to avoid me though, and I 
decded that I was hungry. With a loud growl that 
made Bralexa look at me in curiosity, I leapt into hte 
stream and ducked my head under the cold water to 


snap at the Icefish. I missed again though, and the 
time after that, and the time after that. I reared my 
head back above the water and shook it, sending 
sparkeling crystaline droplets of water splashing in 
every direction. Bralexa hissed in amusement and 
leapt away toward the bank. 


With a hiss of my own, I slashed my paw through the 
water, scooping the offending fish clear of the water. 
It flew over Bralexa's head, causing him to duck, and 
landed on the ground. Immediatley it began to 
wriggle and gasp, trying to move its way back to the 
water. I pounced on it before it could move more than 
a few inches, and quickly bit into it, effectivly ending 
its misery. Its blank eyes starred up at me, silently 
accusing. 


I bared my teeth at it, glaring back. 


Suddenly, a wave of deja'vu sent shivers rolling down 
my spine. I starred down at the dead fish, and for an 
instant, my dark brown fur became snow white, and 
three distinct black bands appeared around my paw. 
Echo's paw. Holding my breath, I slowly lifted my 
head and looked around. I was in an unfamiliar forest. 
Bralexa and the stream were goen, and suddenly, I 
was no longer on the ground, but perched high up in 
a tree. 


I crouched low as a twig snapped on the ground 
below. I looked down, and almost snarled in shock 
and anger at the blurry shape on the ground. Because 
I had been there when the clan banished Cloud. I had 
seen them call upon the gods to casst the spell on her 
that was her unishment; I saw her form suddenly blur, 


so that no one could see her for who she really was. 
She was simliarly blinded to us, so that for as long as 
She lived, she would be impossibly alone, unable to 
comunicate or to even be seen. 


With a jolt of shock, I felt my body-no, it wasn't mine, 
it was Echo's-leap to hte ground. Cloud's blurry form 
Spun around with a screech. She glared before letting 
out a low growl of warning. Echo and Cloud starred at 
each other for what felt like hours before the Healer 
began to back away, hissing and snarling. 


Echo snarled back, her voice as deadly as I'd ever 
heard it. Cloud let out one last hiss before letting out 
a fearful howl and sprinting away. Echo quickly gave 
chase, and I felt the anger that flowed through her 
veins as sharply as if it were my own. She couldn't see 
Cloud but I knew that somehow she knew who it was, 
insitinctively. They were running down a steep slow 
now, and I watched in horror as my sister leapt 
forward and sank her claws into one of Cloud's back 
legs. The older cat stumbled and they both began to 
roll down the hill. Eco regained her feet first, and 
leapt once more at Cloud. I suddenly realized that she 
was going to kill her. 


Horror filled me. I couldn't let my sister become a 
murderer, not after all she'd gone through, not even if 
She didn't know that she was killing someone, not 
something. "STOP!" I screamed franticaly, fighting, 
trying to take control of her body, but it was no use. I 
was trapped in her mind, a spectatory only. 


Echo flinched and froze. I was suddenly terrified that 
I had somehow hurt her in my struggling, but then I 


realized that she had heard me. After a moment of 
fearful hesitation, she leapt away from Cloud's 
crumpled form and ran, her thoughts screaming fear. 
"Echo! It's me! It's Fell!" I cried, wanting more than 
anything to be able to talk to her, but she didn't seem 
to hear me. She kept running. 


And suddenly, I was back in my own body, still 
starring down at the Icefish. "Gee, Fell," Bralexa said, 
“You think you might be just a little bit hungery?" He 
spoke as if no time at all had passed. My eyes 
impossibly wide, I lifted my head and starred at him, 
my mouth hanging open. He tilted his head to the side 
and raised an eyebrow, "What?" 


Frowning, I shook my head, and quickly tore apart the 
fish to cover up my confusion. 


Ten minutes later, we were once again walking 
though the forest. I was still tense, and it felt like 
every muscle in my body was just waiting for 
something to happen. The mad rustling of a squirrell 
fleeing up a tree in the bushes scarred me so much 
that I thought I felt my heart stop. Stillness seemed to 
settle over my body before I let out the breath I had 
been holding. Anxiety settled in the pit of my 
stomach, making it churn. 


That was when Annos reappeared. She hadn't been 
planning to scare us, but when she suddenly leapt out 
of the bushes a few feet infront of us, I was so startled 
and frightened that I let out an ear-shattering screech 
and threw myself to the side. Annos was so surprised 
by my scream that she stubmled backwards and went 
crashing to the ground, landing in a puddle of mud. 


Bralexa was frozen, crouched between us, his mouth 
set in a surprised snarl, the fur all over his body 
sticking up in anxiety. He shifted, moving his head to 
look between Annos and I. Then he slowly 
straightened, his ears laid back as he slowly regained 
his composure. We all starred at each other fora 
moment. I was standing a few feet away from them, 
my fur sticking up all over hte place in shock. 


After a tense moment of silence, we all burt out into 
growling laughter, and I felt my earlier tension 
beginning to drain away. Annos and Bralexa got to 
their feet, and I was about to join them when a 
sudden bout of dizziness enveloped my mind. The 
ground shifted place and the next thing I knew, my 
foot was caught on a root, and I was falling. I landed 
in a puddle of mud, the disgusting stuff going up my 
nose and stinging my eyes. 

I let out a yowl and quickly leapt to my feet, my paws 
braced on the ground. I sneezed , the mud tickling my 
nose, and rubbed at my eyes with a paw. As soon as 
my face was Cleared of the mud, I hesitantly cracked 
open my eyes and looked at my two friends, who were 
starring at me, my hackles raising in embarrasment. 


"Uhh..." I said, my cat's voice strangling the word, so 
that it came out as a sort of open-mouth growl. They 
starred back, and then burst into laughter. I hung my 
head, my whiskers twitching, as heat flooded my face. 
But then an evil snarl of a smile formed. Before they 
had time to wonder what I was doing, I dropped back 
down to the ground and rolled around untill I was 
entirely covered in mud. Their laughter broke off 


suddenly as they realized what I was going to do. 


"Fell don't you dare!" Annos shreiked, already 
scrambling to get away. Bralexa's eyes widened and 
he hissed at me, his ears flat against his skull, his 
teeth showing to the last. I opened my mouth and let 
out a hiss of my own, baring my teeth in a grin of 
menace. He drew back, then, with a final snarl, leapt 
away after Annos. I let them have a few seconds' 
headstart, before I let out a roar of glee and set off 
after them. I caught up to Annos first-she had always 
been the slowest of the three of us-and tackled her to 
the ground. 


Then, after less than a moment, I leapt to my feet and 
raced off after Bralexa, leaving her angrily glaring 
after me, her once red fur now splothced haphazardly 
with brown mud. I heard her start to give chase, but I 
was focusing on catching Bralexa, and realized too 
late that he was already at the Camp, and that I was 
closer to it than I had originaly thought. I rushed 
through the bushes and skidded to a stop in the 
middle of the large clearing. Rakill looked up from 
where she was sitting near the fire, and I saw her 
eyebrows rise as she caught sight of my mud-covered 
form. I saw Bralexa standing at the opposite end of 
the clearing, in his human form, grinning at me in 
triumph. 


I was about to run over to him and betstow upon him 
the same fate as Annos-who was emerging from the 
forest behind me at a slow, anggry stalk-but at that 
moment, my mother came out of her cave. She froze 
for a moment when she saw me, her eyes narrowing. 


Then, silently, she pointed toward the direction of the 
Water-Cave, the hotspring that everyone used during 
the winter. I stumped my shoulders and cast a nasty 
look at Bralexa before stalking off toward the cave, 
smirking to myself. Annos followed me, her body held 
low to the ground in respect for my mother. 


I quickly walked into the cave and-after making sure 
that no one else was in the cave- leapt into the pool, 
sending the hot water splashing up around my paws. 
It burned for a moment, before my body adjusted, and 
the burning turned to a pleasnt warmth. I sighed and 
ducked my head under the water, paddling with my 
paws until I reached the bottom of the pool. Then I 
pushed off and swam back for the surface. I breathed 
in deeply and shook myself when my head broke the 
water, the mud eddying out around me. 


Annos splashed water at me and hissed, baring her 
teeth in playful anger. I rolled my eyes in answer and 
dove under the water once more, shifting back into 
my human form as I did so so that my clothes could 
get cleaned too. They billowed out around me, 
dragging me down slighty, but not so much that I 
couldn't easily swim. After a while, Annos left, leaving 
me along with my thoughts. Without my friend's 
lightheated laughter and voice to keep me company, 
my mood began to darken. I swam toward the far 
edge of the pool where steps had been carved into the 
stone, and sat there, underwater, letting the hot water 
rinse away the mud and grime that had collected on 
my skin, while I collected my thoughts. 

*K KOK 


Half an hour later I was sitting on the Highrock in my 
human form, my elbows on my knees and my chin 
resting in my hands. A quick gust of wind flew past 
me, sending goosebumps tingling and racing across 
the exposed skin of my arms. I stuck out my bottom 
lip and tried to blow the still-wet hair out of my face, 
without success. Impatiently, I lifted my head and 
combed the fingers of my right hand through my dark 
brown hair. I sighed and leaned back on my hands, 
the cold stone of the rock chilling my palms and 
figners slightly. I sighed again, loudly, and starred up 
at the clear blue sky. Dark grey clouds hung low on 
the horizon, and I wondered to myself if it would snow 
again. 

The soft sound of footsteps approaching alerted me to 
the fact that I was going to have company soon. I 
closed my eyes and flared my nostrels, trying to catch 
the person's scent. Another helpful but cold blast of 
wind carried it toward me, and I closed my eyes 
tighter in frustration. If only it was someone else, I 
thought to myself. Hopefully she would just realize 
that I wanted to be alone, and would leave without 
Saying anything. But without my sister, my other half, 
things just seemed to be conspiring against me lately. 


She stayed, just standing there, watching me as I 
tried to will her away, even shouting in my mind as I 
had when I had had the vision-for what else could it 
have been-of Echo. But it probabley only worked 
between us, because she didn't react at all. Finally, 
though, she spoke. 


"Fell." Just a simple word, but it was enough to send 


my eyes snapping open in barely concealed anger. 
The headache that had been slowly building in the 
back of my head pulsed, sending a dull ache of pain 
across my eyes. I had to resist the urge to bare my 
teeth. All of my emotions of hte last few days rushed 
to hte forefront of my mind in a tidal wave. I had been 
able to ignore them for the most part, when I was 
around my friends or my mother, but no longer. 


“Rakill." I replied, my voice as calm as steel as I gazed 
up at the black-haired hunter, who had her arms 
behind her back as if to conceal something, "What do 
you want?" The sun was right behind her head, giving 
her a blindingly bright halo that made me squint, and 
turned her hair an even darker shade of black. I saw 
her set her jaw in determination at the sound of my 
cold voice. 


"T.... wanted to apologize." She said quietly, looking 
away over the camp so that I couldn't see her 
expression. My eyes narrowed. "You don't get to say 
sorry!" I snapped viciously, putting all of my anger 
and viciousness into the words so that they lashed 
like a whip. But she stood her ground, and turned her 
face back to meet my gaze, her shining emerald eyes 
hard like stone. "I know. I know that." She said, "I 
know that nothing I can do will change what 
happened, but I am sorry, and I wanted you to know 
that. I'm sorry for how I treated Echo, and for 
everything. I'm sorry, Fell, and to prove it to you, I 
want you to have this." 


I looked away, not even bothing to glance at the think 
that she had pulled out from behind her back. "It 


doesn't change anything." I said, closing my eyes. 


She sighed, "You're right." she said, "It doesn't 
change anything, like I said, but I atleast want to 
know that I tried to make things right, even if they 
never can be. This is my way of saying I'm sorry, and 
next year, when Echo returns with the Traders, I'll 
apologize to her too, and give her her half of the gift. 
Whether she accepts it or not will be her decision, 
and the same goes to you. Even if you don't accept my 
apology, keep the gift. I owe it, and much more, to the 
both of you." Then she left, jumping down to the 
ground, before I could react. 


After a few moments of hesitation, I turned my head 
back and looked at the spot where she had been 
standing. My eyes widened when I saw what she had 
left. For lying there, neatly folded, was the skin from 
the giant deer she had killed a few days ago. I slowly 
reached a hand out to touch it and found that it was 
supple and soft, perfectly made. One of the massive 
antlers lay on top of it. The bone had been wrapped in 
red leather cording, and the tips tied and hung with 
bird feathers, beads, and seashells bought from the 
Traders. 


A thick wooden pole had been hafted to the end of it, 
creating a staff worthy of any Alkkar or Alkkas. One of 
the seashells clinked musicaly when my fingers 
brushed it, and I saw that the inside was hollow, and 
that a small bead had been tied to a string down the 
middle, creating a tiny bell. I drew in my breath when 
I saw the smybols carved into the wod of the staff, 
they were inticate and graceful, speaking of many 


hours’ hard work, and a skill that I hadn't known 
Rakill possesed. I only knew the meaning of some of 
them, mostly luck and other wishes of good fortunr, 
but there was one that I didn't recognize at all. 


It was made up of three curving lines, one overtop, 
whish curved upwards, and two more that were 
crossed in the middle, each curving in the opposite 
direction. A single dot had been placed between all 
three of htem, directly above where the two bottom 
lines crossed, and below the curve of the top one. 


I puzzled over it for only a few moments before my 
mind caught up with me and I leapt to my feet, picked 
up the precious gifts, and looked around for Rakill. I 
had to thank her, and apologize for acting as I had; 
she'd been trying to make amends, and I'd lashed out 
at her. I saw the dark flash of her tail as she entered 
the forest, and immediatley jumped down from the 
Highrock. "Rakill, wait!" I called, but to no avail. 
Either she couldn't hear me, or she didn't want to 
talk. I quickly ran to the cave I shared with my 
mother and deposited the fur and staff before I leapt 
through the air and into my other form. 


I shook myself as I felt the familiar rush of animal 
strength course through me. Then I unsheathed my 
claws and launched myself toward the forest, 
listening closely and trying to figure out where Rakill 
was going so that I could head her off. I caught her 
familiar scent and ran after it, trying to force her 
name though my cat's lips. But it came out sounding 
more like 'raaaallll', than Rakill. I shook my head in 
annoyance, cursing the fact that I hadn't practiced 


taking in my other form more when I was younger. 


But then my thoughts flew to my twin, and I snarled 
at myself. She couldn't talk at all, and here I was, 
complaining because I couldn't talk very well in my 
other form. So I narrowed my eyes and willed myself 
to move faster, taking my anger out on the ground 
with every step I took. By the time I spotted Rakill, 
sitting on a fallen tree and waiting for me to catch up, 
I was already moving so quickly that I flew right past 
her. 


I was so surprised to see her that I turned my head to 
look and tripped over a tree root-again. I tumbled 
forward in a somersault and landed on my back, my 
paws in the air, and a loud gasp escaping me as the 
air left my lungs. I lay there for a moment, trying to 
catch my breath, trying to dispell the disturbing 
feeling in my stomach that came with having the 
breath knocked out of you, completley dumbfounded. 


Rakill raced forward and stood over me, looking 
down, her green eyes filled with a mixture of concern, 
anger, and surprise. But when she realized that I was 
perfectly fine, and caught sight of my expression, she 
drew her lips back in a smirk and let out a low purr of 
amusement. I snarled back and batted at her with one 
of my paws, careful to keep my claws sheathed. She 
dodged and leapt away, letting out a growing laugh as 
she went. She watched me, her head tilted to the side, 
as I rolled to my feet and shook myself to get rid of 
the dirt and dried leaves that covered the gound. 


There was an amused twinkle in her eye, and in the 
way she waved her tail on the ground. I sent a sharp, 


silver-eyed glare her way, but she only continued to 
watch me, her tail lazily swishing back and forth 
along the ground. At last I narrowed my eyes and 
Shifted back into my human form. I pulled myself up 
to my full height-which wasn't much-and said in my 
most intimidating voice, "Tell anyone that happened, 
and I swear I'll rip your throat out." 


She let out a snort and raised one eyebrow before she 
too, changed back to her human form. She 
straightened and walked forward until she stood a 
few feet away from me, our gazes lock, silver into 
green. She spoke before I could open my mouth, her 
words heavily laced with sarcasm, "Besides falling on 
your face-" I bared my teeth-"Was there any reason 
you followed me out here?" I could barely detect it, 
but a quiet note of hope resided within her words. I 
looked straight into her eyes. 


“Thank you," I said, my voice quiet and sincere. 


She starred at me a moment, looking as if a weight 
had been lifted from her shoulders. Her eyes 
softened, and a small smile alighted on her lips. After 
a moment, she spoke, her voice barely above a 
whisper. "Thank you." 


* * * We walked back to the Camp in silence, and 
parted ways at the edge of the clearing. The sun was 
perched just above the horizon, sending beautiful rays 
of red and pink shooting across the sky, and turning 
the clouds purple. She turned toward the cave she 
shared with her family, and I headed for Annos' 
family's cave. There was someone there I wanted to 
talk to. 


I met H'ross, Annos-and now Paolin and Kantril's- 
father outside the cave. I held a hand up in greeting 
and moved toward him. "Fell," he greeted cheerfully, 
“Are you looking for Annos?" I shook my head, "No," I 
said, "Actualy, I was wondering if the Nas'yll's Healer 
was still in there." 


H'ross nodded, looking slightly concerned. "Are you 
alright?" he asked, raking his gaze over me, looking 
for any sign of injury, "You're not hurt, are you?" 


"No, no, I'm fine," I quickly reasured him, "I just 
wanted to ask some questions, about...Abilities." He 
frowned slightly, but nodded again. 


"T'll ask if you can come in, Hyteln was sleeping when 
I last checked." He grinned proudly, "The cubs are 
growing quickly, and the Healer said they should open 
their eyes in the next few days." I grinned in return 
and waited as he ducked inside the cave. A few 
minutes later he returned, holding the flap open for 
me, "You can come in, the cubs are asleep Hyt needs 
a break anyway, so you don't have to worry about 
interupting anything." he said. 

I nodded and stepped aside so that he and his mate 
could pass me. Hyteln smiled tiredly at me as she 
passed, and I bowed in acknowledgement of her 
status as a mother. I saw her shake her head in 
amusement out of the corner of my eye before I 
entered the cave. The Healer looked up when I came 
in. She was in her wolf form, the two cubs cuddled up 
to her chest for warmth as they slept. I was a little bit 
surprised at first, but then I realized that the Nas'yll 
probably took care of their cubs the same way as we 


did, in both their animal and human form. I tried not 
to stare, but the strangeness of her coat was hard not 
to see. 


Whereas the other Nas'yll I had seen-barring the one 
with white hair whose name I remembered was 
D'naal-had all had a mixture of grey and black fur, the 
Healer had by far the strangest coloration I had ever 
seen, and there was no doubt in my mind that it 
wasn't natural. Along her back, head, and part of her 
tail, her fur was a bright, blonde yellow. Bellow that, 
seperating the two colors, and thickening around her 
eyes and legs, was a streak of grey. Her belly and 
muzzle, though, were a deep, dark purple that was 
almost black. Underneith her left eye, three black 
downward facing triangles had been painted, or 
tattooed. 


The entire effect was stunning, and for a moment, I 
didn't know what to say. But then she bared her teeth 
in a smile, and her eyes were so soft and reassuring 
that my nervousness faded away as if it had never 
been. No wonder she had been chosen as their 
Healer. "Yes, young one?" she asked, her voice low 
and wild, yet soothing. Slowly, so as not to wake the 
sleeping cubs, I sat down cross-legged, folded my 
hands, and lowered my head in respect. 


"Healer..." I said, when I'd gathered my thoughts, "I...I 
don't know who else to talk to about this, but...earlier 
today, while I was out hunting...I had...I think I had a 
vision, of my sister, Echo..." I trailed off, wondering 
what she would say. Her voice was quiet when she 
finally responded, curiosity and wisdom both plain in 


her voice. "What did you see, in your vision?" she 
asked. 


I drew in a calming breath and explained all that had 
happened. I told her about Cloud, and how Echo had 
somehow heard me when I shouted for her to stop. 
When I finaly got the courage to look at her, I was 
dismayed to see that she was frowning. "What?" I 
asked with trepadition, "Did I do something wrong?" 


She slowly shook her head, then tilted it to the side as 
She examined my face. "And you Say...that this 
happened just today?" 


I nodded, unsure of what she was getting at. "Why is 
that important?" I asked, somewhat afraid of what she 
would tell me. 


"Because..." She said, lowering her voice as one of the 
cubs-Paolin, I think-squeaked in its sleep, "I 
conversed with your sister but a few days ago, on the 
night these two were born actualy, and was able to 
read her thoughts. The event that you described to 
me happened weeks, if not a full moon, ago." 


I starred at her, completley dumbfounded. It took me 
a moment to find my voice, and even then I had to 
swallow a few times. "What do you mean you 
conversed? She was here? When did this happen? 
Why didn't anyone know? How did she get here? Why 
didn't she come see me?" The questions poured from 
me, each of them fighting to take dominance over the 
others. I was about to leap to my feet when the 
Healer whipped her muzzle though the air in a sharp 
sideways motion, her teeth bared and a quiet growl 


rumbling in her throat. 


“Be calm, young one," she said sternly, "or you may 
harm the children. Their minds are especialy 
susupteble to negative emotions. They can sense it. 
And to answer your first question, by converse, I 
mean that I talked, and she listened. She was here, 
but not in the way you and I are right now." She 
paused, peering at me to see if I understood, before 
she continued, "She was somehow able to project her 
mind and send it here, they way spirits do." 


I shifted my weight slightly, uncomfortable at the 
thought of compairing my sister to a spirit. They were 
the souls of the dead that were able to cross the 
borders between the Zalkenreil-the after life-and 
Quilluc. How they did this was unknown, as the 
Zalkenreil was uninhabited but for the souls of the 
dead; not even the gods were able to unravel its 
mysteries, as the barriers were locked to them. And 
even when a spirit came through to Quilluc, it was 
uneable to speak, and any words that it did say were 
in a strange and ancient language that no one could 
understand. 


"So..." I said, trying to shake my mind free of the 
distraction, so that I could get back to the matter at 
hand, "Echo, she has the Ability to project her mind? 
Isin't that something only Healers can do?" 


She nodded her long muzzle, the triangles under her 
eye gleaming a dark, raven purple. "Yes, if she chose 
to, she could become a Healer, but Projection is not 
her only Ability, she is also a Seer..." The trailed off, as 
if she wasn't sure how much she could tell him. 


"She...she is not just a Seer, but the first..." 


I starred at her, my brow furrowed in confusion. The 
smaller of the two cubs, Kantril, made a soft 
squeaking sound and huddle closer to his sister. She 
twitched her whiskers and gave a low purr. The 
Healer smiled gently at them and gently nudged them 
closer to her warmth with her nose. "What do you 
mean, the first? How can she be the first...? I 
thought..." I paused, trying to remember the name I 
had heard in the stories about the Ancient Time. 
“Ramtha the Silver was the first...She was the one of 
the first animals, like Adano...right?" I wasn't sure. 


The Healer's eyes turned solemn. Again, she nodded. 
"Yes, young one, that is correct. Tell me, what do you 
know of Ramtha?" 


I hesitared. "Only that she was the first prophetess 
and that she foresaw what was going to happen to 
Denos and Anaego, and that the wolf-raven, 
Venlentaria, was her mate...Why are you asking me 
this? I thought we were talking about my sister, not 
some ancient-" 


She cut me off sharply, her teeth bared and her eyes 
burning. "They are the same person. Echo is a 
reincarnation of Ramtha, that is the reason she is 
uneable to speak. Ramtha cursed herself with silence 
when her prophecies caused all those around her 
sorrow. That curse carrys on through all of her lives. 
I'm afraid that Echo will never be able to speak, not 
even in her next life, or the one after that." 


I starred, my silver eyes wide. She was telling the 


truth, I don't know how I knew it, but I did. "But that 
doesn't explain why or how I was able to see 
something that already happened! And I didn't just 
see it, I affected it! I shouted and Echo heard me! 
How is that possible?" 


She was just about to answer when the flap of the 
tent was lifted and Hyteln, H'ross, and Annos stepped 
in. The Healer closed her mouth, and said, as I stood, 
“We'll continue this conversation later, young one." I 
nodded without speaking, and quickly left the cave, 
lifting a hand in greeting to Annos, who glared back. 
But I knew she wasn't really angry. 


The sun had completely set by then, and the stars 
shone brightly in the blue-black sky. The moon hung 
low over the clouds, setting them ablaze with silver 
light. I starred up at it, and thought to myself that 
somewhere, Echo was underneith the same stars, the 
same sky watching over both of us. 


End of Chapter Thirty Six. 
Finished on 8:15 PM 1/25/2012. 
Word Count: ~(aprx) 5,757* 


*Notepad doesn't have word-count. I'm goign with 
what FP is telling me in the Doc. Manager. Everything 
after Fell said thank-you to Rakill is original and was 
typed on Notepad, so please forgive and spelling or 
grammar errors, as Notepad has none of those 
features either...Also, it really lets you do nothing but 
type, so I wasn't able to italicize anything, which 
irritated me, 'cause it made some of their sentences 
sound boring, when it was supposed to be important. 


Well, if there's one thing Notepad has taught me, it's 
to capitalize my Is instead of letting the computer do 
it automaticaly. Again, if there are any spelling 
mistakes, I apologize. 


Oh, and since I forgot to mention it before, our mom 
downloaded Microsoft Word 2007 onto our computer 
(We'd been using the 2003 version, which I like 
better), and the code she wrote down was wrong, so 
our 'trial period' expired, and we can no longer use it 
at all. You can't even copy things from it, which 
means that I had to completley re-write this entire 
chapter-which I have to admit is a good thing, since I 
changed a few things and now [I like this version 
better.I highly suggest you re-write chapters before 
you publish them-unless they're super long-so that 
you can find mistakes or akwardness that you 
wouldn't find by just re-reading it. 


And, if any of my readers are fans of Buffy the 
Vampire Slayer or Doctor Who, I'm curently trying to 
reset my FanFiction password (I forgot it, shame on 
me!) and I'll publish a cross-over of the two as soon as 
it's finished. It's going to be a one-shot though, until 
further notice, since I want to focus on this, but it'll 
be a long one. But I'll tell you one thing about it: Buffy 
is a Time Lady. She disguised herself using a 
Chamaeleon Circuit. It's set post Chosen, and will be 
the 12th Doctor, who, as of yet, does not exist yet, so 
is technicaly an OC (original character, incase ur not 
fluent in Writer-Lingo) 


That's all I have to say, besides Guten tag, mein 
Kaiser of world 11, your K nigan will come and kill 


guards with you as soon as her mother agrees to turn 
her phone on. Fear not, I have not abandoned you and 
the rest of our little family. Oh, and Prinzessin Fawkes 
says Hi! * * 

As always, read and review, or I'll send Krende after 
you. (It rhymes[spelling?], tee-hee!) 
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Chapter XXXVII 
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Dedicated to AraSly, for being my only reviewer 
after months of silence ~*~ ~* 


Echo PoV 


Now, Echo, Onima said as he sat down across from 
me at the small table in my carriage, I believe you 
had some questions for me? 

I held my right hand out toward him with my palm 
facing toward the ceiling, baring my wrist so that the 
black bars that branded my skin were clearly visible. 
Tell me about them, I said simply, gazing into his 
large sapphire eyes. He had told me that all of the 
monks could read minds, and that I didn't need to use 
a Saykala crystal to speak with him. 


He tilted his head to the side, regarding me with his 
large blue eyes. Then he smiled. J think you are 
ready to know. He Said, inclining his head toward 


me, But first—tell me, do you have any 
understanding of the written word? 


I shook my head, slightly embarrassed. No, no one in 
my Clan knew how, and they wouldn't have taught me 
if they did. I realized that my words were slightly 
bitter, and I frowned. 


But Onima simply smiled again, and said softly, Do 


not fret, Princess, many are those who do not 
have the ability; it is a hard skill to master, even 
for the most intelligent of people. It is nothing 
to be ashamed of, and it does not matter much, I 
only wondered. 

I leaned forward slightly, propping my arms up on the 
table. So the answers I seek are in a book? I asked, 
widening my eyes in dismay. 

He nodded, his large ears swinging. Yes, they are in 


a_ book, and I will be happy to read it to you. I 


have it right here with me now. He said, pulling an 
old, battered tome with a metal clasp on the front out 


of one of his large pockets, I brought it with me 


because I thought that you would be interested 
in knowing what it contains. Would you like me 
to begin immediately? A great many things are 
explained in the beginning, and it should not 
take long, maybe two hours at most. 

I raised an eyebrow skeptically. Two hours isn't a long 
time? He merely chuckled. 


To one such as I, two hours is nothing, but it is 
your decision, of course, and we can stop any 
time if you would rather be somewhere else— 

No, I said, interrupting him, It's fine, please, read it to 
me. 


Onima smiled again and nodded. As you wish. He 
said, unclasping the book. Then he turned to the first 
page, and began to read aloud 


To whoever is reading this, I greet you with palms 
open and weapon-less. To whoever is reading this, let 
it be known that the time in which this tale is written 
to page is the second day of the week, Kiiraj the 90th, 
and 4,652 years have passed since the demi-god 
Pandora and the Dark Mother Krende created the 
first Pardral, Du'Kolrow, and Dru'Kada, using the Lake 
of Mirrors as their catalyst. 


Of the species above, I am the Dru'Kada, and my 
name is Danoda. For those not familiar with my 
species—there are very few of us, and those of us that 
do exist prefer the solitude of the mountains rather 
than the crowds of the cities and towns, of which, I 
am the exception—we are similar to the more 
widespread Du'Kolrow in the fact that we both have 
fours arms and large eyes. One of the main 
differences is that we have wings separate from our 
arms, and can fly, rather than simply glide, as the 
Du'Kolrow do. 


We both descend from Jaltenroeliis, the first creature 
born from the mixing of the souls of Sarrja's children 
in the legendary Lake of Mirrors, a curiosity that I 
will go into greater depth later on in my narrative. All 
that you need understand as of now is that it was the 
only lake created by Sarrja's blood on the First Day 
that did not transform anything it touched into a 
water-living version of itself. 


Rather, two creatures are needed to work its magic. 


All they need do is swim to the very centre of the 
lake, and instantly, their souls are combined, creating 
an entirely new entity (or more than one) that is/are a 
mixture of them both. 


As for stories of those created from the Lake's 
magical waters there are many; some of the most 
well-known are Ramtha and Syril, created when 
Adano, the first wolf, and Lamos, the first cat, fell into 
the lake, and also the Adrazalian monks, born of 
Kroldiin, the first rabbit, and Leirenji, the first man. 


There is also Venlentaria, the raven-wolf, and 
Zirenma, the fire-bird. There are, of course, countless 
others, but I have not the time or knowledge to record 
the entirety of the list. 


But I digress, so please, forgive an old man's 
wandering thoughts. As I said before, Iam a 
Dru'Kada, but, unlike my brothers and sisters—whose 
Skin is as black as coal, and whose eyes are as red as 
rubies—my skin is as white as freshly fallen snow, and 
my eyes as blue as the sky above our heads. 


The leather of my wings is translucent and frail, so I 
am incapable of flight, which, most likely, is a boon 
rather than a bane, considering my condition, which I 
will elaborate on later. 


Upon seeing my strange coloration after my birth, my 
mother and father immediately took me to the temple 
on the Mountain of Wind—or Caersiph's Throne, as 
many call it these days—thinking that I must be 
deathly ill. 


The kind Adrazalian monks—Or the Children of 


Kroldiin, as they call themselves, for they forsook 
their spirit-father when he betrayed Kroldiin and set 
his dogs after her, intent on stealing her fur, which 
would grant him immortality if he were to eat it— 
were quite baffled when my mother and father 
brought me to them, begging for a cure to whatever 
deathly disease had taken hold of me. 


When my mother pulled back the blanket that 
Shielded me from the sun—for they feared Sarrja's 
light would harm my pale skin—the monks grew still, 
and starred. Then the Kyrobii, the head monk, who 
was ancient—he was one of the first of Kroldiin's 
children—and whose name was Tamsilren, came out 
to speak to my parents, while the Kyrondii, who is the 
Healer, and had no name of her own, took me in her 
arms and sang softly, for I had started to cry. 


The Kyrobii spoke of many things with my parents, 
many of which I will explain later, but the important 
thing is that my parents decided to leave me in the 
care of the monks. They left soon after, requesting 
only that the monks name me Danoda, after my 
grand-father, and that they tell me when I had grown 
up enough to understand that they loved me more 
than anything and that was why they chose to give me 
up. 

‘They would not interfere with my destiny’, they said, 
before leaping off of the mountain and into the air, 
their great wings sending up clouds of smoke as they 
winged their way back to their home, leaving me 
behind forever. 


But do not mistake my tone for that of regret or 


sadness; I feel no resentment toward my parents for 
their choice. I grew up with the monks, and they were 
good—if strict—substitutes. They had taught me all of 
the major languages of the world before I had turned 
ten, and before I turned twelve, I was able to write in 
all of them too. And I was never without care and 
attention. I had friends, the children of the monks, 
and the orphans that lived at the temple. 


On my fifteenth birthday—the time when a Dru'Kada 
is considered an adult—the monks performed the 
coming of age ceremony just as my parents would 
have if they had been there. As the other residents of 
the temple sang the Song of Age, I painted my body 
with the sacred blood of the earth and repeated 
Krende's mantra in the ancient tongue that had no 
translation. 


"O rildunai, xylenzer lam krel roelika, kavu hen lam 
tiirm hiirnen, piyr ceron Lim nima dultiir kre kail krel 
shynen." I said, reading the ancient, 
incomprehensible words from my heart alone. 


That was when I received my first vision. Suddenly, I 
was not standing in the temple, but in a bleak, barren 
landscape of rock and dust. The sky overhead was the 
color of human blood, and the ground beneath my 
feet burned me as if I stood on hot coals. I spun 
around, my heart filled with a dread that was not my 
own, and came face to face with a human female. 


Her hair was as black as night, and she starred back 
at me, only one of her startlingly emerald eyes open. 
"Piyr, kre vaa celtim, alind kre myr-monel." She said, 
speaking in the old tongue. But before I could reply, 


to tell her that I couldn't understand her, her eye 
widened and she rushed past me, her feet touching 
and leaving the ground so fast that it looked as if 
were flying, instead of running. 


I hesitated not a moment, and followed after her. As 
she ran, her bare feet cut on the sharp, hot ground, 
leaving a trail of bloody footprints. When one of my 
feet touched the puddle of her blood, it sent pain 
flashing through me, as if it were freshly-spilled 
dragon's blood, instead of that of a human. 


For a moment, I thought I caught a glimpse of 
another figure running beside the woman, a girl, but 
then a rushing sound filled my ears, and the world 
around me disappeared, leaving me standing—or 
possibly floating, for I know not if I had a body—in a 
world of silence. 


The darkness was total, and I tried to move forward, 
to speak, but I was unable to. I could do nothing to 
affect the stillness around me. 


And then I heard it; the howl, rising from somewhere 
in the darkness ahead of me. I blinked...or atleast it 
seemed as if I did...and in the next moment, the world 
around me came alive. The sky above me was filled 
with colors, reds, purples, greens, every shade in 
existence shone there, and the ground around me 
came into focus as soft sounds became audible. 


Trees, rocks, the trickle of a stream, and there, just a 
few paces away, stood a wolf, his muzzle raised to the 
sky, and it was from his throat that the howl, the 
song, poured forth. His eyes were open, revealing 


ruby-red irises filled with fear and wonder. It was 
Adano. 


Once more, I tried to move, to call out to him, to do 
something, anything, but once more, I was unable. It 
was as if my body did not exist, as if I were a spirit 
trapped in the air, able only to watch, but not to 
interfere. 


That was when the moon appeared, at first only a 
Shadow that blotted out the stars behind it, but then it 
was there, in its full and shining glory, illuminating 
the forest—for that was what it was—with its soft, 
silver glow. 


Adano's song died in his throat, his ruby eyes 
widening in awe, as he starred in silence at the great, 
luminescent sphere that hovered high in the sky. 
Colors—brighter than those I had seen before— 
writhed like flames around it, shinning, for a few 
seconds, brighter than the stars around them, before 
fading back, and brightening once more. 


I starred up, mesmerized by the dance of light and 
darkness, and completely forgot about Adano. But 
then his howl shattered the night, and it was full of 
fear and horror. 


I would have leapt into the air if I'd had a body, and I 
starred at the young wolf—for he was still young then 
—my heart full of dread, as he howled his terror to 
the heavens, his eyes clouded over as if he were 
seeing something far off, as if he too, were having a 
vision. 

With a silent, almost sigh, the moon above wavered, 


and then vanished, leaving only the stars to light the 
night sky. But then they too winked out, one at a time, 
plunging the world back into darkness. 


Adano's Lament was the last thing I heard before a 
rushing sound once more filled my ears like the roar 
of a great river. 


When I opened my eyes again, aside from finding that 
I once again had a body, I saw that I was standing 
high on a cliff, the sunlight shining down bright and 
welcomingly warm after the chill of the night. 


So, you have come, as you said you would. The 
thoughts that were not mine rippled across my mind 
like a pebble dropped into a pond. I slowly turned 
around. There, perched on a rock high above my 
head, with scales as deep a blue as the depths of the 
ocean, and eyes as clear and white as the clouds, was 
a dragon. 


"Yes..." I said in the same tongue (He spoke 
Kirondolian, the language native to the northern-most 
regions of Snowfell.) as I nodded slowly, "But where 
exactly have I come to?" 


He snorted, white steam trailing from his nostrils, and 
reared himself up on his hind legs before he spread 
his wings—the sunlight lighting up the thin 
membrane between his bones a light, sky blue color— 
lifted his head to the sky, and let out a loud, 
thunderous roar that rose to the heavens and made 
the ground beneath my feet tremble. 


I crouched down, trying to keep my balance, and 
covered my hands with my ears as I starred up at 


him, and suddenly realized that adorning his head 
were not only two, but three sharply curving, ivory 
horns. "Y-you have a soul!" I cried, unthinking, my 
mind spinning from the revelation. 


The dragon bared its teeth in what I assumed to be a 
smile and stretched its neck toward me, leaning over 
the edge of the rock so far that I thought for sure that 
he would fall. But he did not. Instead, he perched 
there, perfectly balanced, and spoke again, smoke 
rising from his nostrils as he cast his thoughts toward 
me. 


Indeed, lamr Kyrunr, indeed. It thoughts were hissed 
and low, You should know this, and yet you do not. 
Which means what I was told was true. You do not 
know me. You do not yet know your purpose, and so it 
appears that the task of telraswik tiirn ronedulfen has 
fallen to my shoulders... 


It trailed off, tilting its head to the side so that the 
sunlight sparkled off its scales like ice, So, Jamr 
Kyrunr-kalika, Danoda, he-of-the-white-wings, are you 
ready? 


“Ready for what?" I asked, taking a small step back. 
Though I knew no harm could come to me while I was 
having a vision, my body apparently didn't quite 
believe my mind. I was almost afraid he was going to 
attack me. 


The dragon spread its wings and reared itself up on 
its hind legs, its forepaws crossed over its chest as it 
regarded me. For knowledge, of course, it said, letting 
a puff of thick black smoke roll from its open mouth, 


That is the reason you performed the Ceremony of 
Age, is it not? To learn of your future? 


Slowly, hesitantly, I nodded. 


The dragon snorted and, without another word, 
launched itself forward and into the air. It circled 
once, its wings spread wide, before diving down 
toward me. Not even a moment later, it landed, wings 
folded, a few feet away from me, the ground shaking 
Slightly from the impact. 


It smoothly lowered itself to the ground and snaked 
its head to look at me expectantly. A mixture of 
anxiety and excitement boiling in my mind, I slowly 
approached it and—after a moment of confused 
hesitation—climbed up its side, using one of the black 
spikes that ran along its back to pull myself up. 


I quickly moved myself into the dip in between its 
Shoulder blades, which was the place that dragon 
riders customarily sat. As soon as I was secure, the 
dragon—and I realized then that I did not know its 
name—unfurled its wings and moved to the edge of 
the cliff. 


It stopped there for a moment, letting the warm wind 
wash over us. Then, without even a word of warning, 
it bunched its muscles and threw itself over the edge. 


We plummeted straight down, the dragon keepings its 
wings pressed tightly to its sides. The wind rushed 
past so violently that I could see nothing, and had to 
close my eyes. We fell for what seemed like forever, 
and I began to grow nauseous. 


I cracked open one eye and immediately shut it again 


after seeing what he were heading toward. With a 
sound like an explosion, the dragon smashed into the 
large body of water that we had been falling toward. 
Thankfully, the dragon broke the surface of the water, 
Sparing me from the jarring impact that would surely 
have broken some—if not all—of my bones. 


The surprisingly warm water rushed over me, tugging 
on my clothes and making them billow out about me. 
We sank down beneath the black waves, my mind 
growing clouded and foggy. Then an overwhelming 
darkness seemed to rise up toward us, and wrapped 
its tendrils around us, dragging us down into the 
deep, as a bodiless voice whispered in my ear, "This is 
only the beginning, my child." 


End of chapter Thirty-Seven. 
Finished on: 3/31/2012 1:49 PM 
Word Count: 2,942. 

PS: 


Sorry. I had planned on finishing this chapter 
after a few days, not months. But I got distracted 
by a Buffy the Vampire Slayer/Doctor Who 
crossover plot bunny that wouldn't leave me 
alone, and I've been focusing on that, instead of 
this, I am sad to Say. 


I got the idea while watching BTVS Restless, 
where Tara/the First Slayer, said "You think you 
know, what's to come, what you are...you've only just 
begun." The quote was later repeated by Dracula, 
in the S5 premier, Buffy vs Dracula. 


I was upstairs in the living room, writing an 
outline for my OC's past regenerations and how 
they died (Won't make sense if you don't watch 
DW) when I suddenly realized that it was the 
31st of March, the day that I first published 
Silent Echoes two years ago. 


Ashamed with myself for forgetting about all my 
now two-year-old characters, I came down here, 
sat at the computer desk, and finished writing 
this chapter. Now it all just depends on if I can 
convince my mom to turn the internet on, and if 
our computer will connect to it. 


As I said before, this chapter is dedicated to - 
AraSly- (TYSM! =D) for being my only reviewer 
for months. Seriously guys, your reviews are 
what keep me writing. Please, even if you like 
the story so much that you can't wait to read the 
next chapter (I don't think my writing's that 
good, but I can hope) please, just go back and 
review them when u get to the last updated 
chapter. 


I don't even Care if it's a few words long, just so 
long as I know you're there, and that you care 
about the people I'm creating, ‘cause I sure do. I 
literally almost cried when I re-read chapter 24, 
and Adano was howling at the end because he 
was so sad. There were tears behind my eyes 
because of what I've got planned for him, and 
what I haven't yet written about his past. 


Because if I'm the only one that cares, then what 


point is there in me publishing it or working to 
get the chapters done? 


Oh, PPS: For some reason when I tried to upload 
this to the Doc. Manager on April 1st, it kept 
saying that it couldn't load the page (I really 
hope it wasn't an April Fools joke, now that I 
think of it...). I tried like ten times and it still 
wouldn't work. 


Also, as of April 2nd, the Runescape Easter 
Event is going on, and me and my twin are 
working to get the permanent versions of the 
“Eggsterminator" or whatever it's called, and 
that will be my top priority when I'm connected 
to the internet. I should have it by the end of 
today (4/3/12) though, so I might be able to 
update this chapter by today or at the latest 
tomorrow. 


If for some reason I can't use the internet, I'll 
have to take my flash-drive to school and see if I 
can sneakily use a computer in my Bio class 
before the first bell rings. 

Hoping that you don't hate me, 

Yours willing slave, 


Rjalker. 


